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Bogey 
Even though the show was at the Susquehanna Bank Center in Camden, New Jersey, the band and crew were 
staying at the Sheraton across the river in Philadelphia. Before Shawn could take off for a round of golf, Dave 


sent him a text. 


"I know golf is important to you so | won't ask you not to go but if you could only do 4 holes instead of full 18, 


I'd appreciate it. | need you back here before dinner" 
"You got it, boss." was the reply. 


The redhead spent the afternoon keeping himself busy, trying not to think about what he had planned. Trying 
not to think about what might happen if Shawn freaked out over what he had planned. 


Around five o'clock, Shawn texted to let him know he was back and that he was going to take a shower, then 


asked him what the plan was for dinner. 


"Made reservations. I'll meet you in the lobby at 6:30." 


"Cool." 

Dave paced back and forth, waiting in the lobby. He hadn't done this in a very long time, tried to wine and dine 
someone. He felt stupid. He felt old. He felt vulnerable. But all of that wasn't enough to stop him from going 
through with this. He was in mid-pace when the elevator chimed and the doors opened. Out stepped the 
drummer in a pair of dark blue jeans and black boots with a sleek, black button down shirt. His raven hair was 
straight as a pin and trickled down his back. His face was darkly tanned and he had trimmed the little soul 
patch under his bottom lip. Lips that Dave had longed to taste for quite some tme. His icey blue eyes always 
seemed like they saw things in Dave that he didn't want seen. And rather than raise his hackles, it had done 
the opposite. It had piqued the redhead's interest and curiosity. 

"Where we going, boss? I'm hungry!" He smiled and rubbed his hands together. 

He stared at those large, capable hands, suddenly struck by the image of holding one of them in his own hand. 
"Boss?" 


"What? Oh. Um, | know how much you like sushi, so there's a really great Japanese place here in Philly called 


Fat Salmon’ 

"Where are David and Chris?" 

"| dont know. Don't care. This is me and you tonight, that cool?" 
"Sure. Letts go. Fat Salmon, huh?" 

Dave smiled and nodded 

"| like it already. Thanks!" 

"What are you thanking me for? | aint paying for you, too" 


"Yeah, you are!" Shawn laughed. He slid his arm across the taller man's shoulders. "You invited me, it's only 


fair." 
He had a point, Dave thought. If things went to plan, this was technically a date. 
"Just so you know, | can eat a lot of sushi. | mean A LOT!" 


The doorman hailed them a cab and the two men settled into the backseat as the doorman told the driver 


where they were headed. 


"Thanks for doing this, boss. Means a lot to me that you thought of it” 


Dave didn't reply but merely smiled and then looked out the window. The way Shawn spoke to him and made an 
effort to touch him made Dave wonder if it was possible he could have feelings for him as well. Maybe Shawn 
was afraid to do something about them. Maybe. Or maybe he was just a nice guy who felt a certain affection 
for his friends and bandmates. 


At the restaurant, Dave paid the driver and slid from the cab. He held the door open and watched Shawn slide 
out as well. And then watched Shawn's ass in his tight jeans as he followed him through the door. 


They were seated at a table for two along a very long row of small, elegantly set tables. It was not the 
private setting Dave hoped for but it would have to do. They ordered Saki and followed it up with two glasses 
of plum wine. Shawn's eyes settled on the glass in front of Dave that he was absently stroking with his fingers 
as he looked over the menu. 

"Dave?" The use of his name from his friend made his head snap up. He was used to Shawn calling him boss. 
"What?" 

‘I've always wanted to ask you something but | was afraid you'd be offended." 

"Do | offend easily?" 

Shawn grinned. "No, but.! don't want to offend you." 

"What is it?" 

‘Ive known a lot of people who stopped using drugs and drinking. They usually all go clean for good. Never 
touch nothing again. Like David. But you still drink. And | mean, we've known each other what? Nine years. 
Never saw you drink to the point of getting drunk but like, how do you know where to draw the line?" 

"| don't drink anywhere else but the dinner table. Once we leave the table, | stop. You've never noticed that?" 
Shawn smiled. "That makes sense. | haven't noticed before, no." 


"Maybe now you will” Dave grinned and held up his glass before taking a sip of the sweet wine. 


As the pair ate, Dave would watch his drummer. He was right, he could eat a lot of sushi. California rolls, 


spicy tuna rolls, Alaskan rolls, Philadelphia rolls. If they could roll it, Shawn could eat it. 
"You weren't kidding." 


"Its really good. This place is great" 


‘lm happy you like it." Dave said softly without lifting his eyes from his glass. 


Shawn's brow knotted and he tilted his head. There was something sweet and tender about his boss tonight and 


it caused a little ball of nerves to form in his stomach. 


When the waiter sat the bill on the table, Dave immediately reached for it even as Shawn was pulling out his 


wallet 
"| was joking before. | got this. 

"No, | ate a lot. You cant pay for all of it! 
"Yes, | can | want to. Put that away" 
"Dave, no! Come on’ 

"What did | say?" 

"Then let me leave the tip, at least” 

"Fine" 


As they waited on the sidewalk for another cab, Shawn asked, "So what are you gonna do now? Go back to the 


hotel and crash. Get some rest for tomorrow?" 
"Nope 

"Oh. What then?" 

"You'll see." 


Now that Dave was acting evasive and had obviously planned a surprise for Shawn, the drummer had a feeling 


about where tonight could go. And the ball of nerves grew slightly larger. 


The cab dropped them off at a large family fun park in Cherry Hill. There were kids and families swarming all 


over the place. Dave took his place in line to pay for two games of mini golf. 
"Wait, mini golf? Boss, mini golf?? You're serious?" 
‘Lam. Thought you'd find it fun 


"Dave," Shawn began as he took a step closer. "| don't understand why you're doing all of this for me. Is this..is 


this really a date?" 


"That okay with you?" The redhead asked in that soft voice of his. 

"Are you joking with me right now?" 

Hazel eyes met blue. 

"Okay, you're not joking." Shawn leaned against the side of the building. He ran his fingers through his hair as 
he exhaled slowly. A million different thoughts and emotions ran through him. Dave Mustaine, his boss, his 


friend, had just told him he wanted to date him. Did he expect him to put out tonight? "I'm gonna be sick" 


Dave was standing all alone with his head down, studying his fingers, when Shawn emerged from the bathroom. 


Several small children ran out when he had run in and lost his sushi. 
‘lm sorry." He mumbled. 
‘Its okay. I'm sorry, too. We can forget it and go back to the hotel." 


"Dave „it's not." Shawn struggled to find the right words to express himself to the redhead. "It's not because 
I'm overly opposed.. it's just." He stopped and looked away. 


"Yeah, forget it" Dave turned to walk away. 


The brunette reached out and wrapped his hand around Dave's upper arm. "Let's play some mini golf. I'm gonna 


kick your ass, Mustaine." He told him with a big grin, his blue eyes sparkled. 


The first few holes they played were tense and quiet. Shawn won three of them, Dave two. At the sixth, Dave 
went first and shot a three. Shawn shot a four. Now they were tied. 


The seventh hole was a par 5 and it looked difficult. Shawn went first and he stood, lining up his shot, for a 


considerable amount of time. 


"Hurry up, Drover." Dave growled his signature growl, causing Shawn to flinch. And then the redhead laughed 
softly. 


Just like that, the ice was broken. They sparred back and forth, teasing each other, challenging each other until 
they got to the eighteenth hole. Shawn led the score by 2. 


"You know Im going to win, right?" 
"Game's not over yet." 


"| want ice cream if | win" 


"What do | get if | win?" 

Shawn dropped his eyes. "What do you want?" 

"Oh, | don't know. | guess I'll have to give it some thought” There was a certain playfulness in his voice. 

With a grin, the drummer lifted his eyes to meet Dave's gorgeous caramel eyes. "You're the boss." 

Shawn won. And did the appropriate amount of fist pumping and hollering. Dave merely grinned and conceded to 
buying his friend some ice cream. As they walked toward the kiosk, Shawn slid his hand into the redhead's. 
Dave quickly turned and look questioningly at him. He only smiled. 

The pair sat at a picnic table to eat their ice cream cones. After a couple minutes of silently enjoying them, 
Shawn said, "It wasn't because | don't like the idea that | got sick Its because you picked me. That's some 


scary pressure. | dont want to disappoint you." 


Dave laughed gently. "Because fucking throwing up over finding out that | like you isn't disappointing to me at 


all 
Shawn bumped his shoulder against the singer's. "You know what | mean" 

"And you know we're having a rematch one day" 

"| hope so. | had a lot of fun" Shawn replied and then licked his cone. "A lot of fun kicking your ass!" 
Dave reached up and lightly touched the end of his ice cream into Shawn's nose. 


"Really, boss? You want to go there?" The drummer threateningly raised his cone above his head as he wiped 


the melted cream off his nose with his free hand. 
"Nol" The redhead laughed. "No, | don't!" 


Laughing hazel eyes met twinkling blue eyes as they both giggled softly at each other. Shawn's nerves calmed 


some as he realized just how much he enjoyed Dave's company. 


Walking back toward the entrance to get a cab, the shorter man wound an arm around Dave's back. "Thank you 


for doing this." 
"Thank you for coming out with me. We should do it again soon" 


"Next day off, maybe." 


"Maybe." 


In the back of the darkened car, Dave reached for the drummer's hand and weaved his fingers between 


Shawn's. They sat contentedly next to each other, watching the skyline of Philadelphia come into view. 

They still held hands as they walked down the corridor of the hotel. Shawn tugged Dave to a stop outside his 
door. And the nerves came crashing back around him. Invite the redhead in? Simply say goodnight? Kiss him? 
What??? 

"This is me." He stupidly said as he fished in his pocket for his room key. 

"| know. I'm right next door." 

"Thanks again. And l'm sorry.sorry | threw up." The way his cheeks flushed a warm red made Dave smile. 


"Don't make a habit of it, okay?" And he leaned into the shorter man, forcing him against the door. 


Fingers brushed a lock of raven hair behind his ear. Shawn's eyelids fluttered closed and his lips parted, waiting 


to be kissed. Wanting to be kissed. 

"Goodnight, beautiful" Dave sighed as his lips just barely touched the drummer's ear. 

"G-Goodnight" He managed. One eye opened slowly, then the other. 

Dave was still pressing against him so Shawn merely leaned forward a bit, rose up on the balls of his feet, and 
let his lips touch the redhead's. His hands gripped Dave's wrists and held him in place as he increased the 


pressure of his kiss. 


The kiss never deepened but it didn't stop either. Neither man wanted to be the first to pull away. It wasn't 
until Dave heard footsteps and voices that he pulled back and smiled bashfully. 


"See you in the morning." 


"Goodnight, boss." Shawn grinned and opened his door. He gave Dave one last smile before closing it and leaning 


back against it. 


His forehead wrinkled as the ball of nerves came back, bigger and scarier than before. Dating your boss is 
never a good idea but it's a disastrous idea when your boss is Dave Mustaine. 


Eagle 


"| can't believe you talked me into this.” 

Itll be fun, | promise." 

"Not as fun as mini golf” 

"Better than mini golf. This is 18 holes on a PGA rated course." 


The smile on Shawn's face warmed Dave's heart. And the truth was he didn't want to miss this for the world. 
A few hours outside in the sunshine with Shawn sounded like a great way to spend their day off. 


Shawn sat down in the driver's seat of the cart and grinned at Dave, "Get in loser, we're going golfing!" 
Dave smirked and shook his head as he sat down on the seat beside Shawn. 
"Hold on to something. I've been known to launch people out of the cart before." Shawn warned him. 


Dave raised his eyebrows. "Launch me out of this cart, Drover, we'll have problems." And he slid his arm along 


the back of the seat behind the drummer. 

The little grin on Shawn's lips indicated he was probably going to give it a try. And he did. On the path to the 
first tee, there was a sharp left turn and Shawn and Dave both saw it coming. Shawn's foot stomped down on 
the gas pedal and Dave's other arm quickly went around Shawn from the front. 

"If | go, you're going with me." Dave told him. 

But they rounded the curve intact, even if two tires did come off the ground slightly. 

"You know I've never done this before” 

"| know! 

"| dont know what l'm doing.” 

"| know. I'm gonna show you" Shawn slid a tee into the ground and rested a ball on top of it. "Watch me. 


"No problem." The redhead replied with a smile. 


Shawn blushed slightly as he picked out his 3 wood from his bag of clubs. Before he lined up, he turned to 
Dave. "This is a par 4 hole. The distance to the cup from here is 365 yards. So teeing off, you want to get like 


225 to 250 yards or so." 
"And what club is that?" 
"This is my 3 wood." 


The guitarist resisted the urge to snicker like a teenager. Instead, he held a hand out toward the fairway. "Go 
ahead." 


Shawn stepped up to the tee. After studying the terrain for a moment, lining up his club, he reached back and 
swung his club with expert precision. The ball launched into an arching line drive, sailing down the fairway for 
several yards. 


"Wanna try, boss?" The drummer turned back to Dave, holding the club out to him. 


Dave made a face as if to say, ‘why not? and stepped forward. He watched Shawn put another tee and ball 
into the ground and then moved to line up his shot. 


"Knees slightly bent, back straight, arms straight in front of you." Shawn said quietly from someplace behind 


Dave. 

Dave tried again, fixing his stance according to Shawn's instructions. He began to fling the club back. 

"No, don't do that. It's controlled, boss. A very fluid, controlled movement. Here." And Shawn moved to stand 
behind Dave. He pressed his body to his boss' back and slid his hands down the redhead's arms to cover his as 
the held the club. "Very slow, very controlled" He murmured as he began to pull the driver back. 

Dave held his breath. Being encircled in the brunette's arms was nice. He let Shawn lead him and teach him, 
enjoying the ease with which Shawn related to him. That had been the nature of their relationship right from 


the very beginning. Shawn had zip and zeal and confidence to which Dave was drawn, 


The club was raised above their heads, all four hands still clutching it. Shawn was giving more instruction 


quietly in Dave's ear. 

"So bend your back arm at the elbow like this." 

Dave picked his head up to look. 

"No, no. Keep your head down, eye on the ball." 

"I looked up to see my back arm bent at the elbow." Dave argued. 


"You can feel that, boss. Head down" 


"I think you like telling me what to do." 


"| like demonstrating it with you." Shawn grinned and boldly gave the redhead a kiss on his cheek. Then he 
stepped away. "Okay, now line it up. Remember what | showed you. Keep your eye on the ball. And let it fly." 


"It feels awkward." 

"I know. It's the first time you're doing it. Of course its going to feel weird. Just try it” 

Dave's shot was pitiful. A worm burner that traveled approximately 20 yards. 

He turned to Shawn and pouted. "I hate golf” 

‘Its okay. Come on. Let's do it again" 

Shawn proved to have infinite patience in teaching Dave. He gave clear instructions, gentle encouragement and 
appropriate rewards. By the tenth or eleventh hole, Dave had gotten his technique down but his accuracy was 
definitely lacking. He sent a ball into the brush along the edge of the fairway on the par 5 eleventh hole. 
"Shawn, | can't find it!" He yelled in frustration. 

"Keep looking, you'll find it" 

"I don't want to keep looking! You have plenty of other balls." 

"But | like that one. | let you use my favorite one." 


"Well, that was a stupid move on your part. | fucking suck at this." 


"You don't suck too bad" Shawn told him as he, too, entered the brush to search for Dave's ball. "And just 
think, next time you'll be better" 


"Hal Next time! Like I'm doing this again" The older man grumbled. 


Two arms circled his waist and pulled him into a tight embrace. "Will you do it again if | do this?" Shawn leaned 
up on the balls of his feet and kissed Dave's surprised mouth. 


"Might talk me into it." 
"Might? How? With another kiss maybe?" 


Dave backed Shawn against the trunk of a tree and slid a hand up to cup the drummer's jaw. "I might suck at 


golf but I'm really having the time of my life out here with you." 
‘lm beating the pants off of youl” Shawn grinned and held up the score card. 


Hazel eyes danced with merriment over Shawn's choice of phrase. "You're fucking gorgeous." Dave murmured 


as he leaned in to kiss the drummer again. 

Shawn let his gloved hands rest on Dave's shoulders and gave himself to the kiss. Fingers pressed firmly, 
drawing Dave closer, as the brunette let his pretty blue eyes close. Dave parted his lips and darted his tongue 
out, tickling Shawn's lips. Eagerly, the drummer let his own mouth open slightly. He tasted like mint and a hint 
of something else. Spice? Whatever it was, Dave wanted more. He raised his other hand and slipped it around 
the back of Shawn's neck and gripped it tightly, causing the shorter man to purr against the redhead's mouth. 
When he pulled back, Dave grinned and said, "My turn to drive the cart, right?" 

Left reeling from the kiss, Shawn nodded and said, "S-sure." 


Dave left him in the brush and when he recovered, he yelled, "We never found your balll You did that on 


purpose!" 

Dave was sitting behind the wheel of the cart. "Hurry up, Drover! We don't have all day, you know!" 
"Don't we?" Shawn rested his arm on the canopy of the golf cart and peered under it, at Dave. 
"Get in What hole are we on, anyway?" 

"Moving on to the twelfth." 

"Can we skip to the end?" 

"No. Why?" 

"lm bored!" 


"Bored? Golf is not boring! Besides, you just kissed me back there. Are you saying that kissing me is boring, 
boss?" Blue eyes twinkled as he teased Dave. 


"Get in the cart" 


"We could make the last couple holes a little more interesting, | suppose." He suggested as he sat down in the 
seat. 


Dave took off toward the next tee. "Interesting how?" 


"If you can get par on any of these next holes, | will buy you dinner tonight” 


He had a grin as Dave jumped out of the cart and picked up the bag of clubs. "What's the par on this one?" He 
called over his shoulder. 


"Three" Shawn replied with a laugh. 
"Fuck!" 


wun 


Shawn was stowing his clubs away in the trunk of their rental car while Dave was sitting in the driver's seat, 


pouting. When the drummer got into the passenger seat, he grinned at his date. 
"Stop pouting, boss. l'm still gonna buy you dinner" 

"Damn right you are." 

"Come on, let's go get cleaned up and you choose where you want to eat.” 


Dave drove them back to the hotel and after kissing him at his door, he left Shawn to shower and change his 
clothes. 


"Did you at least have fun today?" Shawn asked him, feeling a pang of guilt for making Dave spend the 
afternoon doing something he didn't like. 


"I told you | did. | don't care that | suck at golf, though you're a good teacher. | just enjoyed spending the day 
outside with you." 


"Thanks, boss." 


In the room next door to the drummer's, Dave stripped off his shorts and polo shirt and stepped into a warm 
shower. He ran shampoo and conditioner through his hair, scrubbed the layer of sweat off of his skin and his 
face and then leaned against the tile wall. 


Shawn Everything about the man made Dave feel good. He had stuck by him for nearly ten years and over 
that time, Dave had found a loyal friend in Shawn. Someone who not only stood by him but challenged him, 

respected him and motivated him. Dave had spent a long time trying to talk himself out of feeling anything 

more than friendship toward the raven haired beauty. But there was more. Much more. Dave craved his 


company, craved the opportunities to make Shawn smile, craved the feeling of having the man close to him. 


He had no idea if Shawn would be receptive to his advances and was crushed and embarrassed when the 


drummer initially appeared to reject him. How many times do you tell someone you want to date them only to 
have them throw up? That's not really a good sign. Dave understood things would go very slowly and that was 
fine with him. In his old age, the redhead had learned a thing or two about being patient. Right now, it was 
enough to just enjoy each other's company. A kiss or two didn't hurt, either. 


Dave dressed in tight, dark blue jeans and a tight v-neck t-shirt under a fitted, black leather jacket. He applied 
one single dash of Versace's Eros to his neck and blew out his hair into soft waves around his face. He caught 
his own eye in the mirror and grinned at himself. The idea of primping like this for Shawn made the butterflies 
in his stomach arise and take flight. Would his drummer notice the considerable effort and get nervous or 


worse, laugh at Dave? 


Shawn took a long, cool shower. His stomach was already doing somersaults. He thoroughly enjoyed spending the 
day with Dave and teaching him to play his favorite sport and hobby. It would be nice if it was something they 
could do together but somehow, Shawn realized that probably wasn't going to happen. He was just thankful for 
Dave's willing attitude and good sportsmanship. He loved teasing the redhead. He loved that not a lot of people 
had that kind of rapport with Dave. It made him feel special. Dave had a way of making Shawn feel important. 


In black jeans and a deep purple button down, Shawn trimmed his goatee and blew his hair out straight. He 


added his expensive, dress watch and a thick silver chain. He, too, gave himself a once over in the mirror and 


hoped he didn't overdo it. 


Shawn gave Dave's door a soft knock. When the guitarist opened it, Shawn immediately got a whiff of that 
cologne and his eyes swept up and down, drinking in the gorgeous redhead. 


"Wow," he huffed. "You look.. and you smell." Shawn swallowed. "Good. Really good." 
"You do, too." 


"Thanks. | hope you're hungry. There's this steakhouse | really want to try. Never got to before but I'd really 
like to go with you." The younger man's cheeks blushed as he dropped his eyes to his shoes. 


‘lam pretty hungry. | can't wait." Dave said in a soft voice as he stepped out of the room and closed the door 


behind him. 


The steakhouse was called Gibson's and one look around the dining room told Dave this was gonna cost a small 
fortune. He smiled and his heart skipped a beat. As they were shown to their seat, Dave put a hand in the 
small of Shawn's back. A small gesture but one that spoke volumes. 


They shared a bottle of pinot noir. Eyes danced nervously as each man took a sip. When Dave ordered a dozen 
oysters to start with, Shawn flushed and coughed uncomfortably. Over dinner, they talked about the tour, 
about Chris and David, about the possibility of adding another of the new songs to the set, about anything 
except wherever they might be headed. 


After a second bottle of wine was finished and Dave laid it on its side and called it a dead soldier, Shawn asked, 
"Do you wan to share a slice of chocolate cake with me?" 


"Love to." 
The cake sat in the middle of the table and both men attacked it with their forks, sometimes getting in each 
other's way. Shawn teasingly pulled the dish toward himself, away from Dave, only to receive a playful stab to 


his hand from Dave's fork. 


After he laid out his credit card to cover the bill, Shawn realized the wine was starting to go to his head. 


Outside on the sidewalk, awaiting valet to bring the rental alround, he leaned against the taller man 

"Too much wine." He murmured as Dave enveloped him in his strong arms. 

"Does that mean | can take you back to my room and have my way with you." 

"No, but you can kiss me." 

"Can |?" 

"And | might kiss you back." 

"Only might?" And Dave attempted to turn Shawn away, out of his embrace. 

The drummer circled his arms around Dave and held on tight, tilting his face up. "You smell so fucking good." 
And he rolled up on his toes to bury his face in the redhead's neck, wine-stained lips pressed against the 
vulnerable flesh he found there, tongue flicking out to taste him. 

"Fuck, Shawn" Dave sighed. He tilted his head back to allow the drummer more access to his neck. 

But Shawn slowly withdrew. He stayed in Dave's arms, though, and gave the redhead a shy smile. Even under 
the dim streetlights, his blue eyes sparkled and captivated Dave. When their car was brought to them, Dave 
helped him into the passenger seat and closed his door. 

"Are you okay to drive, Dave?" 

| had less than you. l'm fine. You're the one that seems pretty toasted right now." 

‘lm litter" 


"You're what?" Dave grinned. 


"Littler! You know, shorter." 


| see" 
At his door, Dave took the key card from Shawn's hand and opened it for him. "Go on Sleep it off, Drover." 
‘| had a really, really great time today, Dave." 

"Me, too. See you in the morning, okay?" 

"Goodnight." Shawn turned toward the doorway. 

"Hey, get back here." The redhead pulled him into his arms. "Give me a proper goodnight." 


The brunette grinned as he hugged Dave. With his tongue gently exploring Dave's mouth, he let a hand slip 


down the older man's back and come to rest cupping his ass. 

"Jesus, Shawn" Dave whispered when the kiss finally dissolved. 

"Sweet dreams, boss." 

Shawn closed the door with one last glance at Dave, who stood in the hallway and pressed a hand to the closed 


door. Falling in love was dangerous to begin with. Falling in love with the likes of Shawn Drover might just kill 


Dave. But he'd die happy. 


Albatross 


The redhead looked across the bus at his drummer, who met his eyes and gave a shy grin before dropping his 


gaze to stare at Dave's purple sneakers. 


“Shawn and | have a thing today so do you and Chris mind taking this radio interview we have lined up?" Dave 


asked David. 


"Sure, no problem. What thing are you doing? Did you let yourself get double booked again because you can't 


say no?" 
"Yeah, kind of" 
Chris and David took off early, planning to hit up the first Timmy Ho's they found. 


"| don't want any tweets about how you like Starbucks better this year, okay? | know. | know." Shawn gave the 
bassist a glare and pointed his index finger at him. 


"Well, it's still better." David muttered with a smirk as he exited the bus. 
When the door clicked shut, Shawn gave Dave a curious look. "What do we have to do?" 


"We have to take a tour of Montreal. You have to show me all the places you loved when you were a kid" 


Dave smiled as he reached a hand out for Shawn to take. 
"Dave.." He took the hand and was pulled to his feet and across the bus and into the other man's lap. 


‘| like when you say my name." He murmured as a hand slid up to gently cup Shawn's jaw. "I like it better when 


you call me ‘boss'." 


With the other hand, Dave brushed the glossy raven hair away from the drummer's neck. Instinctively, Shawn 
tilted his head to give Dave more access. He hissed softly when a plump pair of lips tickled that spot directly 
behind his ear. One hand dove into the auburn curls at the back of Dave's neck. 


"Boss." It was a breathless sigh as his free hand reached up and covered Dave's that was still resting against 
his jaw. 

Dave's thumb was tracing along Shawn's bottom lip. Tentatively, the thumb rose and poked its way between 
Shawn's lips. At first, the drummer's tongue darted against it, wanting to taste it but he panicked and jerked 
himself out of Dave's lap and stood, looking away, anywhere but at the redhead. 


"Boss, | _u 


Dave had to shift himself in his jeans before he, too, stood up. "I'm sorry." He whispered. 
"Me, too." 


"Nothing for you to apologize for. | guess | just pushed you a little further than you were ready to go. It's all 
right." 


Shawn pursed his lips and forced himself to raise his eyes to meet the warm, soft gaze of his friend. He 
melted into Dave's embrace, one which always made Shawn feel ..feel what? Wanted, safe, secure, warm, 
and..something else.. desirable? Sexy? The redhead's arms encircled him and his hands splayed flat against 
Shawn's spine. Shawn tucked his head under Dave's chin and wrapped his arms around his waist. 

"Okay? We good?" 

The brunette simply nodded. 

"Good. Come on, show me around. We have about three hours before we need to get back here." 

"Okay." 

There were times when hired cars worked out well, like for driving them to and from radio interviews and 
such. There were times when having their own rental worked out well, like for taking his drummer on dates. Or 
in this case, having his drummer take him on a date. Shawn settled into the driver's seat and grinned before 
turning the key and starting the car. 

"Ready, boss?" 


"Where are we going first?" 


"Well, | had an idea. | thought you might be bored looking at my childhood home or my grade school. So l'm 
taking you to all the different places I've ever taken a date and/or you know, had fun" 


"You know, had fun" Dave repeated with a smirk 

"Making fun of me?" 

"Every chance | get" 

The first place Shawn tock the guitarist was Loyola High School. He pulled the car up to the curb in front and 
pointed at a set of windows on the ground level. "That's the gymnasium. We had our spring formal in there. 


You guys call it prom. | took a girl named Shelley Lancaster. She let me kiss her and put my hand inside the 
front of her dress." 


"Come here." Dave said with a grin as he pulled Shawn into a kiss and took the drummer's hand and slid it 


inside his t-shirt. 
He tensed for a moment but then his fingers curled into the soft, warm skin of Dave's stomach. They sat in 


the car, kissing and petting for a few minutes before Shawn pulled back. His blue eyes were wide as he stared 


at Dave. 
"What?" 
| was gonna show you where | lost my virginity.’ 


At that, the redhead roared with laughter. He understood what had caused the drummer to back off. "Shawn, 


sweetheart - " He started as he used a finger to tuck a strand of Shawn's hair behind his ear. 
"No, stop! | can't, I'm sorry. I'm not ready to even talk about that yet." 


Shawn's trip down memory lane was cut short then. He skipped the place where he lost his virginity. He did tell 
Dave about it, though, as he drove down the highway, toward his old neighborhood. 


"| was dating this girl named Diana Spencer." 

Dave looked at him. 

"Not that Diana Spencer." Shawn laughed. "But just as beautiful. She had long, dark brown hair. Hm, almost like 
Chris’ and gorgeous hazel eyes." Shawn glanced at Dave. "A lot like yours, actually. Long, legs. | mean, these 
things went on for miles. Anyway, we dated for about two and a half years. | met her right after dance with 
Shelley. Who was none too happy. But | took Diana to this haunted house one Halloween and | think she was 
pretending. But she was terrified, stuck to me like glue and all the gasping and clinging to me.. well. So it was in 
the back seat of my parents’ car, in the parking lot of this haunted house. And | think it lasted probably 
twenty seconds." 

Dave laughed and mumbled, "Hope you've improved in that area" 

Shawn blushed but said nothing. 

Dave kept a small smile on his lips as he looked out the window. 

"Rue Rachel." 


A moment later. "Rue Napoleon" 


"Rue Roy?" Dave was reading the street signs they passed. "Rue?" 


"Means street. You know that." 

"Do you speak French, Shawn?" Dave turned then. 
‘I'm a little rusty but, for the most part, yeah." 
Dave smiled. 

A short time later. "Where are we going?" 

"My house." 


Shawn's childhood home was in a neighborhood west of Montreal on a street called Rue Dufferin. He pulled the 


car up outside a large mid-century ranch. 

"This is it." 

"When did you move?" 

"Uh, | was twenty-one, | think. Glen was about eighteen 
"Moved to Atlanta?" 

"Yeah. Been there since." 


"The house is nice. | can imagine you as a kid running around the yard. Being a good big brother to Glen. Its 


rice. Nice image." Dave trailed off and turned to look at the house again. 

Shawn felt a pang of guilt as he recalled what he knew about the redhead's childhood He reached over and 
hooked a finger under Dave's chin and turned him back. Without any words, the drummer leaned in and kissed 
Dave. 

‘lm sorry, boss. We can go." He whispered against his mouth. 

Dave shook his head. "No. Don't be sorry. This is sweet. It really lets me know who you are. Thank you." 
Shawn leaned back to look into Dave's eyes, very slowly he spoke in French, trying to remember all the right 
words, "Un jour, je vais vous dire que Je taime. Mais pour l'instant, je vais vous dire que je vous souhaite. Et 


je tiens à vous faire sentir bien" 


Dave's eyes grew wide and his heart hammered in his chest. Watching Shawn's mouth spew this beautiful 


language at him was almost more than the singer could bare. 


"What did you just say?" 
The raven haired man just smiled. "Tell you later maybe. Hey, you ever had a Montreal bagel?" 

"They're different than American bagels?" 

"Hell, yes! Better. A lot better” 

"As long as you don't take me to a Timmy Hortons’ 

"| promise. Someplace a lot better" 

Shawn parked the car on a small side street in the heart of the city. They walked about a block up to a tiny 
storefront bakery. La Maison du Bagel Boulangerie was written on the sign that hung over the door. There 
were three small cafe tables set up on the side walk outside the shop window. 

‘Sit. Let me get you the house specialty" Shawn told Dave before he stole a quick kiss. 


After a few moments, he returned with two paper cups of coffee and a brown paper bag. 


"This is a romarin et sel de mer bagel with fresh, homemade cream cheese. Rosemary and sea salt. Romerin 


et sel de mer." Shawn pulled a bagel wrapped in paper out of the bag and handed it to Dave. 
"Say that one more time." Dave smiled as he opened the lid on his coffee. 

The younger man smiled and said, "Romerin et sel de mer" 

"I don't think I'll ever get tired of listening to you." 


Shawn laughed. "Yes, you will. You'll see. A couple years down the line, you'll be telling me to shut up. You're get 


tired of listening to me go on and on about golf or how | have these great ideas for songs." 
"Yeah. What was the last thing the drummer said before he was kicked out of the band?" 
Shawn pouted and replied, "Hey, | have this great idea for a song" 


Dave giggled, his bright eyes shining as he took a bite of his bagel. Shawn paused and watched, waiting for his 


friend's reaction 
"Wow, that's really good. What's different?" 


"Boiled in honey water and fire baked in a wood oven." 


"Can we get some to take back to the bus?" The redhead asked with a hopeful expression. 
Shawn smiled at him. "I don't know, boss. Can we?" 


They purchased a dozen mixed bagels and a container of cream cheese before heading back to the venue. 
Shawn put them in the mini fridge on the bus and then stood up. Dave was already checking email and such on 
his phone. The drummer walked over and gently pulled the phone from the redhead's hands. He turned it off 
and tossed it on the table. 


"We still have a half hour before we have to be someplace. This is my time, Mustaine." Shawn had no idea 


where this was coming from but he wasn't going to question it or waste it. 


He pushed Dave's knees together and straddled his thighs, one knee on the bench on either side of Dave. His 
hands gently cupped Dave's face and tilted it back as he lowered his own head to meet him in a kiss. 


"Je veux courir mes mains sur votre corps et vous faire frissonner." He murmured as his hands slipped under 


Dave's t-shirt and let his fingernails drag across the redhead's stomach. 


Dave hissed and arched his back, forcing his pelvis against the smaller man's. Before Shawn could second guess 
himself, he was unbuttoning Dave's jeans. A second later, the zipper was down and Shawn's hand was inside of 


them. He rubbed a palm along Dave's length and felt a stir of excitement in his own pants. 

"Fuck, Shawn" The older man moaned softly. 

One of Dave's hands landed on the back of Shawn's neck, under his hair and pulled him in to a kiss. Shawn gave 
himself over to it and felt Dave's tongue pass between his lips and tangle with his own. He felt Dave's other 
hand slide up this thigh and dip between his legs. He rocked himself into Dave's hand as he continued to stroke 
the redhead's hard cock. 

When he heard voices outside the bus, however, Shawn jumped off of Dave and, nervously cleared his throat. 
Dave hurried to zip up his pants. He shot Shawn a look and the drummer blushed as he turned to head back to 
the bunks. 


David and Chris returned and both hopped up the steps, into the bus, and their chattering stopped when they 


saw Dave. 
"Hey, what's up. Where's Shawn?" 


"Back there someplace." Dave said with a gruff edge to his voice as he tried to cross his legs to hide his 


erection. He coughed and then shifted on the bench. 


"You okay?" 


"Fine. So how was the radio interview?" 
"It was all right." Chris commented as he opened the fridge. "Cool! Bagels! Where did you guys go?" 
"Just out." Dave replied offhandedly. 


After a moment, Shawn returned and sat down next to Dave. He gave him a sympathetic look and whispered, 


"A` suivre" 


Fore! 


After the show in Toronto, four tired musicians climbed into a van to be shuttled back to their hotel. In the 
morning, they would all be flying home. Dave to California, Shawn to Georgia. With a long glance at Dave, who 
paused outside his own door, Shawn reluctantly slid the key card into his door. 


It was only for three weeks. This leg of their tour was over and the southern and west coast legs would begin 
in early September. Three weeks would pass quickly and Shawn could use the time to really think about what 
he wanted from Dave. He was sure that he felt love for him, he was attracted to him, he loved the way Dave 


made him feel but where was this all heading? 

Just as Shawn was drifting off in his bed, there was a soft knock on the door. He couldn't stop the grin from 
spreading across his lips. He slid from the bed and padded across the carpeted floor. Through the peephole, he 
saw Dave standing, looking to his left and right, dressed in a pair of gym shorts and loose t-shirt and shower 
sandals. 

Shawn turned the lock and opened the door. "Hey." 

"Hey." 


"Wanna come in?" Shawn offered and took a step back to allow Dave to pass. 


The redhead stepped over the threshold and Shawn noticed that Dave appeared a little sad and distracted, 
After he closed the door and turned the bolt again, he looked at Dave. 


"What's up?" 

"Just." He nervously scratched at his jaw as he looked around the room. 

When he felt the drummer touch his arm, he whirled back around and pulled him into his arms. Dave held him 
tightly as his lips found Shawn's and kissed him madly. The brunette was take by surprise but allowed himself 
to be kissed and held and even walked back toward the bed and dumped onto it. He flopped onto his back and 
stared up at the redhead as he stood above him. 


"Boss." 


Dave smiled as he dropped to his knees at the foot of the bed, he slid his hands up Shawn's bare calves. 
“These legs. These muscles. So tight. So gorgeous." 


The drummer hissed quietly when lips pressed to the inside of his knee and that mop of red hair was between 


his legs. When the lips moved higher up his thigh, Shawn squeaked and shoved himself up the bed. 


"Shawn, please." Dave begged as he climbed onto the bed, crawling between the raven haired man's legs. "Three 


weeks. We're going home tomorrow for three weeks and | won't see you. I'm gonna miss you so much." 
‘I'm gonna miss you, too, but - " 
"But what?" 


"l'm." He was frustrated with himself. Annoyed with Dave for pressuring him. His eyes danced everywhere, he 


raked a hand through his hair. 

"What? You're what?" 

"Ive never been with another man" He finally admitted under his breath. 

"So? Honey, l'm not going to hurt you." 

"| know but it's still a big fucking deal." 

"Why did you agree to it then?" Dave backed off and settled on his heels. 

The other sat up and crossed his legs. "Because | do like being with you. And | care about you. l'm just." 
"Scared." Dave finished for him. 

"Yeah, | guess." 

"Of what?" 

"| don't know. All of it. | want it. | want you but." He trailed off again. The reason he was frightened should be 
so obvious and yet, Shawn couldn't quite find the right words. He felt like a hypocrite. Wasn't he the one that 
had his hand in Dave's pants the other day? Didn't he come on to Dave as much as Dave came on to him. 


Didn't he want Dave as much as Dave wanted him? So then what was the problem? 


| don't think you really do." Dave quietly said and rose to his feet. "Enjoy your time at home, Shawn. Maybe 
you'll be able to sort through some stuff." 


"Dave, don't go, please." 


"Why? So you can kiss me, give my cock a couple good tugs and then tell me you're scared? No, thanks." Dave 


scowled and shook his head. 


Shawn was desperate now. He got up on his knees at the end of the bed. "I love youl" He blurted out and then 
immediately covered his mouth with his hand. 


Dave froze and turned back "Then why are you covering your mouth and looking so terrified right now?" 
He didn't wait for an answer and was out the door. 


Shawn sat in the window seat with his sunglasses and ipod on. He didn't hear from or see Dave again after he 
left his room the previous night. He thought about calling him or texting him but he just didn't know what to 
say. He had no idea what made him tell Dave he loved him other than it being the truth. He did love him and 
now, because he was nervous about getting physical with Dave, he completely ruined whatever might have 
been happening. But fuck Dave! He promised to be patient, he promised to be understanding. And then he just 
barged in the room and pressured Shawn. Of course he was going to get nervous and scared. But he didn't 


barge in, he was asked in. 


When the flight landed in Atlanta, Shawn took his phone out. He sent a text to Dave, in French, that said, "Je 


suis désolé. Vous manquez déjà, patron 


wun 


Dave was in the back of a cab, heading to his house, when he received Shawn's text. In French. That alone 
made the redhead smile. Translating it made his heart break. Over the last twelve hours or so, he beat himself 
up over the way he spoke to Shawn, the way he pressured his drummer. Patience. He prided himself with 
learning how to be a patient man and what did he do? He attacked the poor man. As guilty as he felt about it, 
however, there was a small piece of him that was rather glad he behaved that way. He got an honest 


response from Shawn and it was clear where Dave stood. 


Perhaps the drummer might never be ready for a relationship like that with Dave. He understood Shawn cared 
about him. Might even love him. Was it enough to get the drummer over such a large hurdle, though? 


Dave shoved his phone back in his pocket. He'd need to think about how to respond to the text. 


Affer he unpacked his luggage, started laundry and sorted through the mail, his eyes drifted to the phone on 
the table. He needed to say something to Shawn but what? 


Wincing, because he knew it was lame, he typed out, "Miss you, too." and hit send. 
The time went by dreadfully slow. Dave was busy working the media, going over last minute details for the 
next leg of the tour, even working on demos to take back to the band. Every night before he went to sleep, he 


thought about calling Shawn. But the fear of the unknown stopped him. He imagined Shawn would tell him he 
didn't want to be with him. Or worse, was angry with Dave and decided he wanted to quit the band. 


wun 


Shawn's phone beeped and he quickly scrambled for it, praying that it would be Dave. 


"Miss you, too." 

"That's it?" He mumbled. Hours passed and all he got was a ‘miss you, too’? With a sigh, Shawn chucked the 
phone onto the table. What the hell was he doing? He knew this would end in disaster. Knew it! But it didn't 
matter. The redhead had managed to work his way into Shawn's heart. 

The days passed slowly for Shawn as well. He went about everyday life but, in the evening, if you asked him 
what he did all day, he couldn't tell you. Even the golf course held no respite for the drummer. Each time he 
held a club or drove the cart, he thought about that day with Dave. About how easily they fell into step with 
each other's banter, how good it felt to be in the brush with Dave, kissing him. 


His friends called to get together before he had to leave again. His own brother, Glen, asked him to get 
together. Shawn refused them all, claiming he was too busy. Instead, he'd lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. 


Going to dinner with Dave, playing mini golf, playing real golf, showing him around Montreal, those had all been 
things he'd do with Dave even if they weren't "dating". And he'd enjoy the time with his boss just as much. But 
when they decided to explore those feelings they had, that had taken it to a different level. Kissing Dave felt 
good. Being in Dave's arms felt good. Touching Dave felt incredible. So what the hell is there to be afraid of?? If 
it feels good, go with it. 

Armed with that thought and a fifth of bourbon, Shawn picked up the phone. 

"Shawn?" Dave answered, sounding really relieved. 


"Hey." 


"Hey. What's up? What's going on? | didn't think I'd hear from you until | saw you in a couple days in North 


Carolina" 

"I got something | want to say to you." Shawn told him and poured another slug of the liquor down this throat. 
"Have you been drinking?" 

"Just enough to get through this." 

"Oh..okay." Here it comes, Dave thought. He's gonna quit. 

"| fucking love you." 

"Wh-what?" 


"Oh, you heard me! | mean it. | don't give a shit anymore if you're another guy or a girl or a fucking dolphin, 


okay? | love you." 

Dave had to bite back his laughter. "A dolphin?" 

Shawn sighed and kicked his sandals off and swung his legs onto the bed. He placed the bottle of bourbon on 
the nightstand. "Look, all right. It's gonna be all new to me. Might even freak me out again. But its not you 
that's freaking me out, okay. It's because it's new and I've never been with another guy." 

"| get it. | know. | pressured you and I'm sorry." 

"How long you liked guys anyway?" 

“Long enough." 

"Been with anybody I'd know?" 

"Yes." 

Dave's abrupt honesty threw Shawn for a loop. He wanted to ask who but he knew Dave wouldn't tell him. 
Rather than let the word fall out of his mouth, he took another pull of the bourbon. And another because the 
image of Dave with another man popped into Shawn's head and, strangely, he felt both jealous and turned on 
After swallowing the smooth, warm liquid, he put the bottle down. His hand went immediately to his crotch, 
rubbing his palm against his clothed cock, bringing it to life. 

"You're quiet.” Dave commented. 

"Boss, do you know why golfers yell ‘Fore! after they tee off?" 

Thrown by the sudden change in direction, Dave paused for a moment. 

"Do you?" 

"No." 

"You're supposed to yell it warn other golfers so they don't get hit by surprise." 

"0.kay." Dave confusedly muttered. 

"You didn't yell ‘forel', Dave." 


"What?" 


"You didn't warn me." 


"What are you talking about, Shawn?" 
"It happened by surprise." The drummer grumbled as he rubbed his crotch again 


"Ohh." The redhead sighed into the phone as Shawn's ramblings became clear to him. "I surprised you by telling 
you how | felt.” 


"No! You surprised me by making me realize how | felt!" 

"Ah" 

The sound of Dave's sighs and breathing coming through the phone, not to mention he was using that soft, 
bedroom voice of his, set Shawn on edge. He bit his lip to keep from making noise himself as he slid his 
fingertips under the elastic waistband of his shorts. Jerk off to Dave talking on the phone? Sounds like an 


excellent idea. Fingers dove deeper and brushed against his shaft. 


After a moment, Dave spoke again. "l'm sorry about the way we left things. | guess | was afraid you were 


rejecting me." 

If he was going to take the conversation there, Shawn was going to need another drink He tilted his head at a 
painful angle to trap his phone between his ear and shoulder. With his free hand, he reached for the bottle 
again. 


"| wasn't rejecting you." 


"| realize that now." The redhead sighed and raked a hand through his hair. He slowly made his way up the 


stairs, toward the bedroom. 

Atlanta was three hours ahead of him, which meant it was nearly midnight where Shawn was 

"Getting late over there. What are you doing?" 

"In bed. Me and Old Granddad 

"Gross, man" Dave joked with a soft laugh. 

The sound of the man's laughter sent a ripple of desire straight through Shawn, settling in his gut and urging 
him to stroke himself a liHle faster. He put the bottle back down and, with both hands, shoved his shorts 


down to his thighs, taking his semi-hard cock out. 


"Boss." A soft sigh. 


"Shawn?" Dave paused and put the pieces together. Shawn was apologetic about what happened, he was drinking, 
he was in bed and now he had given Dave that soft sigh of his nickname for Dave. 


The guitarist grinned as he kicked off his shoes, unbuttoned his jeans and stepped out of them and lastly, 
pulled his shirt over his head. He pulled the sheets back on his bed and slid into it. 


"Still there?" Dave asked. 

"Mmhmm" 

"What are you doing?" 

"Thinking about you." 

"What about me?" 

"Remember the first time you kissed me, outside my hotel room?" 


"Of course.” 


"And then outside that restaurant, | kissed you. | can still smell you from that night. What is that, by the 
way? It's really fucking good." 


"Um, | think it was Versace." 

"Mmm. Yeah, that was good. Wear that more often" 

"| will now." 

"Good" The drummer moaned as he let his head fall back and his eyes close. 

Dave was certain that one of two things were going to happen. Shawn was going to jerk himself off until he 
came and Dave was going to get super fucking turned on and have to do the same. Or Shawn was about to fall 
asleep on him. 

"Baby, are you..?" 

"Tell me what you want to do." 


"When?" And now Dave had decided to tease him. 


"When | see you in North Carolina in three days" 


"Play the show." 
"Don't fucking tease me, boss. Tell me what you want to do to me after you undress me and get me into your 
bed" His voice had taken on a sultry, slow drawl as he pressed the heel of his hand against his cock and 


rubbed from the base to the head. 


The redhead closed his eyes and trailed a hand down his chest and over his stomach. He wasn't ready to 
stroke himself yet. This was about making Shawn comfortable. 


"Are you sure you want to do this?" 

"Yes!" 

"All right" He softly replied and then thought for a moment. "I would turn you onto your stomach and get you 
to fold your arms under your head. You would turn to the side to watch me over your shoulder and | would 
sweep your hair off your back. Then | would start at your feet, rubbing my thumbs along your arches. | know, 
after a long show, your feet and legs must ache." 

A soft murmur of appreciation. 

"Before moving on, | would slick my hands in oil. Something not too fragrant. And then start at your ankles, 
rubbing them, easing the tight muscles, as | made my way up one of your legs. You would just about melt into 
the bed when my hands reach your thigh. | would nudge them further apart so that | could massage right up 
to your ass. But | wouldn't touch you there yet. I'd slide back down and repeat it all on your other leg, 


beginning at your ankle." 


Shawn sighed and spread his legs wide, letting his hand slide past his cock now, and cup his balls, rubbing his 


thumb over them. 

"When | was satisfied that your aching legs have been taken care of lIl move on to your back" 
"What about your back? Don't your ache after a show?" 

"OF course. Im not as young as | used to be" 

"| can rub your back, too" 

"Okay, but right now, | want to take care of you. | want to make you feel good” 

A soft groan was the only reply 


Dave wrapped his fingers around his cock and gave it a long stroke before he spoke again. "Love it when you 
make noises like that. Want to hear that more. | would take the oil and coat my hands again before rubbing 


your shoulders and biceps. I'd move slowly down your back to your hips. And then, very carefully, | would trail 
a slick finger up the crack of your ass. ls that okay?" 


"Fuck, yes. More." Shawn grunted as he squeezed his cock and stroked harder. 

The last thing that Dave described was sliding his body over Shawn's and nuzzling his neck as his index finger 
breached the man. Things broke down after that, neither man needed to hear any more encouragement. Each 
needed to hear the other's sounds of pleasure. Dave would gently growl while his hand worked over his shaft 
in hard, fast strokes. Shawn would moan and sigh as his hand stroked quickly and alternated between jerking 
himself off and squeezing his balls. 

"| fucking want youl" Dave sighed as he felt himself reaching his peak 

Shit, boss. | want you, too!" 

"Gonna come." 

"Tell me my name, boss, please." 

Dave repeated his name over and over, letting it just tumble from his mouth as he screwed his eyes closed 
and worked himself feverishly to bring release. With a final, satisfied sigh, the redhead splattered his come all 
over his chest. He could hear Shawn's breath coming in short pants now. 

"Come on, beautiful. Give it to me. Come for me." 

"Boss, boss.. fuck me, boss!" 

"Say my name for me." 


"Dave, shit! Dave!!!" The drummer howled as he released into his hand. 


Neither man spoke as they slowly recovered and cleaned up. Shawn took the opportunity to take another drink, 
wincing as it burned his throat. 


"Shawn?" Dave finally asked in a very soft voice. 
Hm?" 

‘In a couple days - " 

"Definitely. Really looking forward to it" 


"Me too." 


Another pause. 
Shawn spoke again, "That'll be our mulligan." 


"What's a mulligan?" 


The Yips 


Shawn arrived in Raleigh before Dave. His flight wouldn't get into until a couple hours later. The drummer took 


a cab to the hotel and checked in. 


"Mr. Drover, your tour manager upgraded your room to a suite." The girl behind the desk told him as she 


handed him his keycard. 

"Oh, he did? Thank you." Shawn smirked. Tour manager, his ass. 

The suite was magnificent. There was a living room with a brightly colored area rug laying beneath modern 
furniture and a large flat screen TV on the wall. Shawn smiled to himself as he passed into the bedroom to 
find the largest, plushest bed he'd seen in a long time. There was a thick white duvet on top of it and several 
pillows in navy blue and white. He inhaled sharply as he squished a hand down into it. This would be the bed 


where he gave Dave his virginity. 


Virginity. That was a silly word to be using at his age, wasn't it? But it was appropriate because he was as 
g Y g g pprop 


nervous as one. 
Shawn was jarred from his thoughts by the hotel phone ringing. 

"Hello?" 

"Mr. Drover?" 

"Speaking." 

"This is Edward. l'm the hotel's concierge. | am sending one of our porters to your room with a package that 

just arrived. Also, your tee time tomorrow is nine-thirty. There will be a car waiting for you at nine. Is there 
anything else | can do for you, sir?" 

Shawn stammered. "Um, uh, | guess not" Package? Tee-time? What the hell was going on? 

The porter was a small teenager and he was carrying a box almost as big as him. 

"What is this? Where did it come from?" Shawn asked him. 

"| have no idea, sir. It arrived earlier today and | was asked to bring it up for you." 

Shawn gave the kid a few bucks and thanked him. The box sat in the middle of the living room area as Shawn 


walked around it a couple times. It stood about waist high, maybe a little taller, and was about two feet wide. 
There was nothing on the outside of the box to give anything away. The drummer found his bag and dug 


around inside for something to cut the tape on the box. He found a small pair of shears in his shaving kit. As 
he zipped up the small kit again, he wondered if Dave would like it if he grew a beard. Maybe a little stubble. 
He loved it when Dave didn't shave off his stubble. 


Still smiling from the thought, he approached the box again and cut the tape that secured the two flaps on 
the lid. He pulled the flaps back and peered inside. 


"What..?" Shawn scowled and reached inside the box. He gripped it by the separator and pulled it out. "NO!" He 
screeched and laughed as he set it down and walked around it. It as a brand new, black Calloway golf bag with 
the Megadeth logo emblazoned in reds and oranges with his name in black with white outline below. Attached to 
the strap was a red bow and a card. His name on the envelope was written in Dave's handwriting. Shawn smiled 
as he untied it and opened it. 


"Shawn, 

Can't wait to follow you around the course in the 85 degree, bright sun. If you're gonna be out there, and l'm 
gonna be your caddy, you gotta look good. 

I'll be there soon. 


- Dave" 
"My caddy?" Shawn mumbled to himself. 


He checked his phone again. Dave's last text to him told him that his flight would get in around three. Another 
hour or so, Shawn assumed, getting his luggage and driving to the hotel. He decided to take a shower and wash 


all the travel grim away. It wouldn't hurt to be fresh and clean and smelling good when Dave arrived, either. 


The drummer stripped off his jeans and t-shirt, pulled out his toiletry bag and padded across the lush 
carpeted bedroom, naked, to the bathroom. The bathroom of the suite was bigger than his own at home. The 
shower was your typical hotel tub though. It could just about fit one person. Maybe two. Smirking at the 
thought, he turned on the hot water and stepped in, sliding the curtain across. 


wun 


Dave checked the time on his phone. He considered calling Shawn but decided he'd rather just get to the hotel 
as soon as he could. The baggage claim had other ideas, however. He stood with their tour manager and Willie 


and waited. And waited. Willie, of course, was the first to get his bags. And Dave was the last. 


"Can't believe my fucking bag is the last one the come down the fucking ramp." Dave muttered while Willie 
laughed at him. 


There was a van waiting to take them to the hotel. Dave checked his phone again. 


"You got a hot date or something. You checked the time like a hundred times between getting off the plane and 
now. What's going on with you?" Willie asked him as they sat side by side in the van 


"No, | don't have a hot date." Dave rolled his eyes behind his sunglasses. "I just wondered who else has arrived 


already." 
"Maybe the drummer." Willie said with a sideways glance. 
"Maybe. And maybe the guitar tech will learn not to eavesdrop someday and keep his fucking mouth shut" 


"Oh!" Willie laughed loudly. "Bro, you KNOW | keep my mouth shut. All the shit | seen over the years, | could 


have me a fucking bestseller spilling all your secrets." 
"Fuck you." Dave grumbled. 
Willie laughed harder. 


At the hotel's front desk, Dave was handed a key card and told that the other guest in the room at already 
arrived. Willie giggled again. Dave promptly accepted the key and made for the bank of elevators. He was 
nervous and to be honest, Willie's good-natured teasing didn't help any. Was he that obvious? Did anybody else 
know? Not that he really cared if anybody else knew about Shawn and him. But he preferred people to know 
when he go around to telling them. Not before. The butterflies in his stomach grew with every step he took 


toward the door. In a matter of seconds, he would see Shawn. Touch him, hold him, kiss him. 


He expected to see his raven-haired beauty as soon as he opened the door. But the only thing that greeted 
Dave was the golf bag. Back in its box but still left in the middle of the floor. Shawn's own set of clubs sat in 


the corner of the room. But no Shawn. It was quiet and still. 


The redhead called his boyfriend's name. And repeated as he wandered into the bedroom. He wheeled his 
suitcase right up against the foot of the bed. The very large, very plush bed, he noted. And then dropped his 


pack onto it. Shawn's suitcase sat, open, on top of the dresser. Dave looked beyond it, to the bathroom. 


The door was closed and Dave could hear the shower running. His lips twitched. Should |; he thought. Fuck it, 
why not? And then Dave stripped off his own clothes and quietly turned the doorknob. He slowly approached 
the back of the tub and pulled the curtain aside for a peek. The drummer was gorgeous. His body was truly 
something to be appreciated. Shawr's legs, from his ankles to his hips, were solid and lean. His back rippled with 
toned muscles. His shoulders and arms were strong and tanned. The way his raven hair trickled down his back 


did things to Dave. Nice, tingly things. 


The older man pulled the curtain aside more and stepped in. It was only when Shawn heard the curtain slide 


back into place that he turned around and screamed. And then immediately tried to cover himself. 
"Dave! Holy shit! You scared the hell out of me! What are you doing?" 


"Admiring the view." The naked redhead took a step forward in the small tub. 


Shawn shrunk back and immediately regretted it. "I'm sorry. Sorry. It's just because you surprised me." 
"I can get out. Im sorry." 


"No! No, stay. You can scrub my back for me. Prison style." The drummer recovered nicely with a smirk. He 


handed the bar of soap to Dave. 


When Dave grinned and took the soap, Shawn turned around and offered his back to the redhead. He gently 
gripped the younger man's shoulder and swept his hair to one side. He then rubbed the soap between his hands 
to create a good lather. After he put the bar down, he ran his hands up and down the warm, wet skin of his 
boyfriend's gorgeous back. He slid them around his shoulders and down his flanks to his hips. The drummer 


purred softly and let his head fall forward. 

"Feels good." He murmured. 

Dave took it as encouragement and let his hands slide a little lower to the pert globes of his ass. As he did 
this, he took a step forward and his chest was now pressed against the soapy back. When Shawn dropped a 
hand from the tiled wall to reach back for Dave, the redhead moaned softly. He let a little finger find its way 


between the cheeks of Shawn's ass and that's when he felt the drummer tense 
‘Sorry, sweetheart. Too fast?" 

"Maybe. 

"Turn around for me, then?" 


He obeyed and slowly lifted his face. Dave smiled when those beautiful blue eyes met his. He slid a hand to the 


back of Shawn's neck and carefully pulled him in to kiss him. 
"Okay?" 
Shawn nodded. 


Dave tenderly kissed his lips, gradually getting him to open his mouth and let Dave slide his tongue along his 
bottom lip before pushing past it. Two hands now snaked their way around Dave's back and pulled him closer. 
Something was happening below the waist and Dave silently prayed that it would not make Shawn back off if he 
felt it. He wound his other hand to the small of Shawn's back and pressed. 


Shawn did feel it. And his initial instinct was to recoil but he fought it back and, instead, let the heat between 
them wash over him, much like the water was washing over them both. So what if Dave's awakening cock was 


sliding against his? He was enjoying touching and kissing the person he'd fallen in love with. And it felt incredible. 


The redhead knew this was a huge step for Shawn and his heart sang. He pulled his hand from behind the 


younger man's neck and slowly slid it down between their bodies. 

"Can | touch you?" He whispered, gazing into Shawn's eyes. 

He swallowed and something which resembled fear flickered through those eyes but he nodded and gave Dave 
a weak smile. He hissed and closed his eyes when Dave's hand circled his dick. Slowly, Dave stroked his fist back 
and forth, brushing his thumb across the sensitive head. He dropped his forehead to Shawn's shoulder and 
watched as he jerked him off. Dave admired the man's cock It was a little longer than average and thick. And it 
felt right in his hand. The other hand was still resting in the drummer's back. When he felt Shawn's hips begin 
to rock and heard a sweet little moan pass his lips, Dave picked up the pace and stroked a little faster. 

"Feel good, baby?" 

"So good. More. More, please." 

"Gonna make you come, okay?" 

A low grunt was the response, along with fingernails raking down his back. That made Dave squirm and gasp 
and the hands came up and knotted into his wet hair and yanked it back. Shawn seized his open mouth and 
kissed him fiercely. The brunette plunged his tongue deep into Dave's mouth as his body continued to rock. 

He finally broke the kiss and howled a long, "Fuck!" as his orgasm crested and Dave's hand moved quickly to cup 
the head of his cock and catch all of Shawn's release. As he floated back to earth he leaned back against the 
tiled wall and gazed at the redhead with hazy eyes, water running over his head and down his face. 

"Okay?" Dave asked softly as he held his hand up and let the water wash away the come. 

"That was so good. Thank you." 


"My pleasure." 
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They went to sound check at 1:00 and had dinner with the rest of the band and crew afterward. If anybody 
other than Willie knew they were a couple, they didn't let on. Even when Dave gave Shawn half of his 
cheesecake and held him upright as they waited for the van. The raven haired beauty had a little too much to 
drink. 


It was well after midnight when they returned to the room. As the pair walked down the hall, holding hands, 


Shawn leaned into Dave and breathed, "Je veux que tu me prennes ce soir." 


"What did you say?" Dave asked as he wrapped an arm around his boyfriend. 


"| said, ‘| want you to take me tonight" He replied with a moan and a wandering hand. Straight into the front of 
Dave's pants, the hand plunged. 


"Fuck me." The redhead groaned. He opened the door and pushed Shawn into the room. 


After he slammed the door, the redhead turned and found the drummer standing in the middle of the floor, 
unbuttoning his shirt. 


"Shawn" He murmured as he approached him. 
“Take me. | want you." 


Just as Dave reached for him, he grinned and turned quickly toward the bedroom. He pulled the shirt off and 
let it fall to the floor. 


"Do you know what | thought when | saw this big bed? This.. this is where l'm going to give you my virginity.’ 


When Dave reached for him this time, he allowed the older man to pull him into his arms. Dave pressed his 


large hands flat against Shawn's spine. 

"Kiss me. Kiss me, Shawn" 

As he tilted his head back to meet Dave in a deep, very passionate kiss, his fingers fumbled with the buttons 
on Dave's shirt. Working their way down, they found the button and fly on his jeans. Dave quickly slid his feet 
out of his shoes and kicked his pants off. Once both men were naked, Dave laid the brunette down on the bed. 
As he hovered over him, straddling one of his thighs, he smiled as he used a finger to brush the hair away 
from those gorgeous blue eyes he adored. 

‘Sure you want this?" 

Shawn nodded slowly. 

“Gonna hurt a little." 

"| know." 

"Ill be as gentle as | can" 


"I know that, too." He gave a coy smile and let his eyes fall closed. 


He felt the redhead's lips on his left eyelid and then his right. Warm breath ghosted across his cheek to his 


ear. 


"| love you, beautiful. | promise l'm gonna make this special for you." 


"It already is, boss." 


When he felt the other's weight leave him and the bed, he opened his eyes to find the naked man with his 


back to him, rummaging in his bag. 
"What are you getting?" 


"Lube, baby. Gonna need it. Lots of it" He held up two large bottles. "What do you like better? Vanilla or 


cherry?" 


"Mmm both. Like an ice cream sundae." And then he did the most adorable thing Dave has ever seen He pulled 
a finger to the corner of his mouth and giggled as he squirmed on the bed. “Boss, do something for me?" 


"Anything, sweetheart" 

"Let me watch you jerk off" 

"You want to watch me?" 

"Just for a minute." 

The redhead smiled and dropped one of the bottles on the bed. He squirted a little of the vanilla lube into his 
hand and met Shawn's gaze as he lowered the hand to his throbbing cock. He inhaled sharply when Shawn began 
to play with himself, too. 

"J'ai besoin de vous. Je veux que vous. Je taime” The drummer murmured. 

‘| love you, too, Shawn. Can you roll over for me, baby?" Dave climbed back up on the bed and gripped the 
younger man's hips. He pulled them up off the bed and then spread his thighs. "Gonna hurt. Are you sure 
about this?" 

"Yes, boss." 

He lubed up his right index finger and gently slipped it in between Shawn's strong, pert ass cheeks. Slowly he 
ran it up and down, letting the drummer get used to him. After he received a small purr of appreciation, he 
used his free hand on one of the cheeks to spread him a litte. He found the very tight, puckered hole and 
carefully used the point of his finger to spread some lube over it. When Shawn hissed and bucked forward a 


little, Dave backed off. 


‘Its okay, baby. Shh, it's all right. We'll go slow and gentle, | promise." 


"Sorry, bad reaction. Just warn me. Tell me what you're doing back there." 


"Okay, sorry about that. l'm just using a finger to spread some lube around your ass. Not going to try to push 
in just yet. Try to relax, okay?" 


After a moment of slowly, tenderly circling a gentle finger around his hole, Dave stopped and added more lube, 


cherry this time, to his finger. 
"Okay, baby, big breath and focus on relaxing back here. Tell me when you're ready." 
The raven-haired man took a couple deep breaths and then nodded. "Okay, ready." 


The finger pushed very slowly and firmly. It breached and slid inside but only a couple centimeters. He could 
feel the ring of muscle trying to push him out. 


"Relax, Shawn. Gotta relax, baby." His free hand rubbed circles on his hip. 

After a moment of not moving and letting his boyfriend relax, Dave wiggled his finger a little and pushed a 
little more. Shawn hissed and groaned, tightening up again. Dave stopped moving and tried to sooth away 
Shawn's nerves. He fully expected the brunette to be a little more relaxed given the fact that he polished off 
a full bottle of Merlot himself. 

"Okay, relax. I'm relaxing. Try again" 

Let's try something else. Roll over." 

With Shawn on his back now, Dave pushed his knees wide and hooked one over his own shoulder. He ran a soft 
palm over Shawn's erect cock as he introduced his finger again, with a fresh coating of the vanilla lube. The 
scent of vanilla is supposed to be relaxing, they say. Cooing softly as he locked his gaze with his lover's, he 
pushed the finger in again. 

"Better, baby?" 


Shawn gave a weak smile and nodded. 


"Good" Dave smiled. Giving his cock another slow rub, he pushed the finger in a little bit more. "That's my 
darling, you're doing much better this way." 


"| can see you, boss." Was the soft, shaky reply. 


Once he pushed in all the way up to his knuckle and then pulled out, he twisted his finger, curled it a bit and 
searched for that sweet spot inside of the drummer. When he found it, Shawn bucked and screamed, "Shit!" 


"That spot, sweetheart, is your prostate. It's like the male g-spot. Feels good, doesn't it?" 

"Fucking great!" 

Dave laughed quietly and stroked his prostate some more. The way the drummer hissed and squirmed really 
turned Dave on. The hand on Shawn's dick now traveled up his flank and then settled over his breast. He rolled 
a nipple between his finger and thumb. 


"Boss..." 


"All right, not yet." And he withdrew his finger. For which, he received a pout, those glistening blue eyes 
staring at him. "Not done yet, trust me." 


More lube on two fingers now. He told Shawn to take a deep breath and really focus on staying relaxed. The 
index and middle fingers pushed slowly into him and Shawn hissed and bucked. 


"Relax. Breath and relax" He whispered as he continued to slide the fingers into him. 
Shawn's face crumpled and he reached a shaking hand toward Dave. "Cant." 

"Need me to stop?" 

He nodded. 

"Okay, baby. l's okay." Dave pulled his fingers out and ran a soothing hand down the brunette's thigh. 
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"Don't apologize. It's okay. That was a huge step, Shawn If and when you feel up to it, we'll try again" The 
redhead smiled and moved to get off the bed 


"Where you going? Come back here." A hand wrapped around Dave's wrist and pulled him back. "Let me make 
you feel good, anyway." He smiled and rolled Dave onto his back 


With zero hesitation, Shawn was up on his knees and lowering his mouth to Dave's aching cock. He held the 
base of it in one hand and lapped up the pre-come that was dribbling out of the slit. A long, guttural growl 
sounded from the redhead's throat and two hands landed in the long, silken, raven-colored hair. Shawn showed 
no trepidation here. He wrapped his lips around Dave's gorgeous member and sucked him down, deep into his 
throat. His hand worked in unison with his mouth, up and down, varying speed and pressure. His other hand 
cupped and squeezed Dave's balls, rolling them in his palm. 


"Shawn, fucking shit!" Dave growled. His hips left the mattress and the hands in Shawn's hair tightened. 


"Good?" Shawn asked as he released the head of Dave's dick from his mouth with a soft pop. 

"Really good. Get back to it” 

With a chuckle, the younger man went back to work and wrapped his lips around his cock, swirling his tongue 
around the head. He opened his throat and took Dave deep again, his nose pressed into the prickly shaved groin 


of the redhead. 


He was panting, his head was cloudy, he could think of nothing except how fucking good Shawn was at this. With 
a loud cry of the other's name, he tried to pull Shawn away. 


“Shawn! Gonna, gonna." 

The drummer took his hands and gripped Dave's hips and greedily devoured his cock, waiting for him to erupt 
into his mouth. When the warm, salty liquid spurted against the back of his throat, Shawn braced himself. He 
squeezed his eyes closed and swallowed it down. And then collapsed against Dave's side with a soft chuckle. 
Dave turned and took the younger man in his arms. 

"That was incredible, sweetheart. So fucking good." 

"Really?" 

"Hell, yeah!" He pressed his lips to Shawn's and kissed him sweetly. "Know what else?" 

"What?" 

"This is the first time we get to sleep in the same bed." 

"Hmm, gonna like that.” The drummer murmured and shifted in Dave's arms to give him his back. 


Dave nuzzled into Shawn's neck and whispered, "Tell me goodnight in French." 


"Bonne nuit, mon amour. Faire de beaux rêves." 


Handicap 


Somewhere between Nashville and Kansas City and four and five AM, a raven-haired shadow slipped quietly 
from his bunk and crept into his lover's. Moving very slowly and carefully so as not to wake the redhead, or 
anybody else, Shawn slid the curtain back into place. Dave slept soundly, laying on his side, knees drawn up. The 
younger man was crouched on his knees and, with a hand gently on Dave's hip, he urged his boyfriend onto his 
back. Slowly, carefully, he pushed on the hip until the sleeping body obeyed. With a snort and a twitch, Dave 


rolled back and his arms flopped down against the mattress. 


Shawn grinned to himself as he drew the sheets down, off of Dave, to reveal his bare chest and stomach. 
Shawn rose up and braced himself with a hand against the pillow. He dipped his head and laid kisses from 
Dave's throat, down his chest, to his navel. Again, Dave grunted and twitched and Shawn froze. His heart was 
pattering against his rib cage, somehow waking the redhead this way excited Shawn. He couldn't wait to put 
Dave's cock in his mouth and see the look on his face when he woke. 


His glossy black hair fell over Dave's bare pale skin and Shawn held his breath while his hand slipped inside his 
boxer shorts. His fingers drew Dave's limp cock out of the fly and Shawn lowered his head and licked the tip 
before sliding his mouth over the entire thing. Licking, lapping, sucking, and Shawn was slowly bringing Dave's 
dick to life. He loved the feeling of it growing long and rigid in his wet mouth. While he sucked, he pushed his 
fingers into Dave's shorts and massaged his balls. 


The redhead stirred and moaned and rolled his hips. A hand landed on Shawn's head but he was fairly certain 
Dave was still sleeping. He sucked harder, picking up the pace, letting his saliva dribble down the shaft and pool 
at the base, soaking into Dave's shorts. 


"Yes." The older man sighed. 


Shawn laughed softly after he let the cock slide out of his mouth. Dave groaned and wiggled, wanting the 


warm, wet mouth back on him. 
"Shawn, come on" 


Now he wasn't sure if Dave was still asleep or not. He decided to test him by sliding his calloused fingers up 
the inside of Dave's thigh and pinching. The redhead yelped and sat up, eyes popping open. 


"Good morning, boss!" Shawn smirked and immediately went back to work pleasuring Dave. 


"Fuck me." Dave groaned and flopped back against the pillows. Both hands tangled into the black hair that was 


spread over him. 


Shawn took him deep into his throat, sloppily sucking him, the spit in his throat and mouth making wet slurping 


noises. 


"Baby, yes. More." The knot of pleasure was growing rapidly, making Dave writhe and hiss. 

Knowing he was pleasing Dave made Shawn moan softly himself. The vibrations along the shaft of his dick sent 
Dave soaring. The hands in Shawn's hair tightened, fingers pressing into his scalp and the older man's pelvis 
rocked, thrusting himself deeper into Shawn's throat. 


"Fuck, Shawn! Yes!" He growled as his eyes clenched shut and he exploded down the brunette's throat. 


The drummer swallowed and then laughed softly as he tucked Dave's spent and dribbling dick back in his 
drenched shorts. 


"Boss, don't you know how to be quiet? | think the secrets out now." He said in a whisper as he stretched out 
beside the redhead. He gave Dave's cheek a soft kiss. 


"Good. Let them find out. | don't care if you don't. And that was the best good morning greeting I've gotten in a 


really long time." Dave replied as he rolled to his side and wrapped his arms around his lover. 
"Je Faime." 

"In English. Hardly ever say it in English.’ 

"| love you." 


Dave's arms squeezed Shawn tighter and he said in a soft whisper, "I love you, too, baby. Gonna change my 
shorts, it feels like | pissed in them. And see if anybody else is awake. Stay in here?" 


"Hurry back." 
When Dave slid from the bunk, he noticed David in his bunk, eyes open, staring at him. Dave shrugged. "What?" 
David smirked, shook his head, and then pulled his curtain closed again. 


Dave returned to the bunk to find his boyfriend curled up, facing the wall, with the blankets wrapped around 
him. He slid in behind Shawn and wrapped his arms around him. The drummer had fallen back to sleep. Dave 
nuzzled his face into Shawn's neck and breathed deeply. Dave was so happy, it had been a long time since he'd 


felt so much love from another. 


It was a busy day in Kansas City, Dave was pulled for several spot interviews. Shawn accompanied him on a 
couple but soon grew bored when the radio deejay or local reported ignored him, instead focusing on the boss. 
He didn't mind and would have stayed if Dave wanted him to but the redhead could tell Shawn was getting 
fidgety so, with a wink, he told him he could go find something better to do. 


When Dave was finished, he smiled, shook the last reporter's hand and eventually found the rest of the band in 


the jam room. 


“Boss, we've been talking and how about we don't do Super Collider tonight. Instead, we want to do Dread." 
Shawn announced from behind his warm up kit. 


"No. 


"But, boss, we kind of thought itd be rice to mix things up. | know David's been asking to do that one for a 


while now. Please?" 
"No, | said." 
David and Chris sort of shrugged then and went back to warming up on Lucretia like they always did." 


"Dave," Shawn raised his voice and stepped around the kit. This caused the other two to stop what they were 
doing and watch. "I really think we should do Dread tonight and not Super Collider." 


The room became silent, the other two held their breath as Shawn got closer to Dave. They were staring each 
other down. From Shawn's perspective, he was just plain tired of doing the same set list and wanted to mix it 
up a little. David suggested the other song, like he'd been badgering Dave to do since the tour started back in 
May. Dave didn't like being challenged like this. He needed to be because, certainly, when it came to band related 
things, there were three other men there who were all trusted and competent musicians. Dave just didn't 
handle giving up control very easily. Whatever was silently being said between the two men as they stared at 


each other worked in Shawn's favor. 
"All right” The redhead said quietly as he lowered his gaze. 


David and Chris exchanged glances as the drummer smiled and quickly gave his lover's cheek a stroke of his 


thumb. 
"Thank you.” 


wun 


In Las Vegas, they had a day off. Shawn had already promised to play a round of golf with Nicko from Iron 
Maiden. He begged Dave to come along and offered to orally compensate him for his time. By this time, it had 
become common knowledge on the tour that Dave and Shawn were together so when Nicko found them 


canoodling in the rough on the eleventh hole, he merely rolled his eyes and said it would cost Shawn a stroke. 
"And l'Il collect that stroke, please." Dave laughed as he simultaneously kissed his boyfriend and groped his ass. 


In their hotel room that evening, Dave was in the shower while Shawn sat cross-legged on the bed with his 


laptop in front of him. He did a quick internet search and discovered thousands of sites. He was just trying to 
find one to watch when the bathroom door opened and his boyfriend exited with a towel around his head and 
only a pair of shorts on his body. Shawn glanced up and did a double take as he watched the redhead cross the 
room to his suitcase. 


"What are you looking at?" He casually asked. 


"Well," Shawn began and stopped. He cleared his throat uncomfortably before simply waiting for Dave to get 
into bed with him. 


"Porn?" Dave laughed. 
"I just thought it might help us. Me. And | called down for two bottles of wine while you were in the shower." 


Dave smiled softly. "Baby, its okay. There's no rush here. We'll get there when we get there. You don't have to 
do all of this if you're just not ready." 


"I am ready, though. | want it. We just need to figure out how to tell my body that | want it" 

"Leave that part to me." Dave murmured as he cupped Shawn's cheek and tilted his head to the side. 

The redhead nuzzled his lover's neck, licking and nibbling that sensitive spot beneath his ear. Shawn purred as 
he leaned into Dave. He turned his body toward the singer and let his lips fall open. As soon as he reached for 
him, there was a knock at the door. 


Shawn blushed and pulled away slowly. "Probably the wine." 


Dave grinned and let his attention turn to the scene on the computer. Two tattooed, muscly guys making out in 


a garage. 
The raven-haired beauty returned to the room, holding two bottles in one hand, fingers gripping the necks, and 
two crystal glasses in the other. After he uncorked a bottle using the corkscrew he just happened to have in 
his bag, he handed Dave a glass and climbed back onto the beside him. 

"Are we really going to sit in bed, sipping wine and watching porn?" Asked Dave with a little chuckle. 

"Yep. So just shut up and relax. There might be something in it for you." 

Shawn brought the laptop closer and set it between them. 


"Let's watch the one with the curious straight guy." Dave suggested as he pointed to the screen 


"Hmph." His boyfriend huffed as he brought up the clip. 


Each man relaxed against the pillows as the scene opened with a man sitting on a couch, reading a newspaper. 
Shawn took a long drink of a wine. He wondered if Dave thought this was the first time he watched gay porn. It 
wasn't. It wasn't even the fifth or tenth time. 

Dave's eyes wandered from the screen to the gorgeous man beside him as he brought his glass to his lips. He 
let his legs fall open and smirked to himself when he saw Shawn's eyes dart to his crotch and quickly back to 


the screen. 


Another man had entered the scene and was complaining about how he struck out with all the women at the 


bar last night. Cue music, cue lame dialogue and cue awkward "first" kiss. 

"I hope we didn't look like that when we first kissed." Shawn commented before another drink 

By the time actor A had actor B's pants open, Shawn was trailing a hand up Dave's calf. 

By the time A was on his knees, holding B's dick in his hand, Dave was pulling Shawn's shirt over his head. 


At the end of that twenty minute clip, it was Shawn's turn to pick one. He was, by this time, naked and his 


glass was empty. 
"More wine, boss?" 
"Please." Dave held out his own glass. 


After a refill, Shawn picked the clip of two tattooed amateur men having sex on a mattress surrounded by 


whiskey barrels. 


"Classy." The redhead muttered as he didn't try to disguise the fact that he was hard. He rubbed the heel of 


his hand against his erection that strained against his shorts. 

"Take them off and I'll rub that for you." Shawn told him as he watched one man roll onto his back and spread 
his legs wide. The other man kissed the first very deeply as he entered him. Shawn took a long drink of his 
wine and then set the glass on side table. 

With Dave fully naked now, too, both men settled back into the pillows, turning toward each other slightly. 
Shawn craned his neck and kissed Dave. He reached his left hand out and wrapped it around his boyfriend's 
hard length. 

"Wait." The redhead was up on his feet. He strode over to his bag and pulled out the vanilla lube. 


"No, | want cherry!" 


"And you think you always get what you want?" 


"| know | do." Shawn smirked. "Who would ever have guessed I'd have the great Mustaine eating out of the palm 


of my hand?" He mused, shooting a dazzling grin at the older man 
"Is okay because you're leading me on Giving me wine and porn. Bet you still aint gonna let me tap that ass." 


"Nope, I'm just stringing you along to get what | want from you." Shawn was up on his knees now, reaching for 
the other man 


"And what is it that you want?" Asked Dave as he too climbed up on the bed on his knees. 


"Want you." Shawn murmured before he wrapped his arms around the other's neck and pulled him into a deep, 


long kiss. 

"You want - ? Now?" 

Shawn smiled as he pushed Dave down on his back and took the bottle of lube from him. He picked up Dave's 
right hand and squirted a generous amount into the hand. Then he laid down on his back next to him. Shawn 


picked another, random porn clip to play before he squeezed some of the lube into his left hand. 


"The day after tomorrow is your birthday, you know." He finally answered the redhead. "Tomorrow, after the 


show, we'll get on the bus and | promise you will get what you want. You will make me yours." 
"Tonight?" Dave asked before he kissed the drummer. 


"Tonight, we have wine and porn" Replied he as his slick hand circled Dave's cock and stroked it. "Look, teacher 


porn.” 


The older man inhaled sharply as Shawn stroked him. He glanced at the screen to see a young black haired boy 


being lectured by an older man with light brown hair and glasses. 
"Scoot closer." He told Shawn as he himself slid toward the middle of the bed. 


Once Shawn was close enough, Dave wrapped his lubed up hand around his boyfriend's rigid dick and stroked 


slowly. He turned his head and stole a kiss as the student was bent over the desk. 
"Have you ever?" 
"Ever fucked a student? No." 


"No," Shawn blushed and his pretty blue eyes drifted to the screen again "Ever let someone else.” 


"Yeah." 
"Did you like it?" He turned back to Dave and his left hand increased its pace. 


The redhead sighed and closed his eyes. "I liked it, | guess. | think | just prefer the top. The top - thats what 


we call the one who gives." 

Shawn laughed softly. "I know. That makes me a bottom." 

"If you decide you like it" 

"I think | will. With you." He leaned in for another kiss. "I love you, boss." 

Dave smiled and his heartbeat picked up. As did the fist around Shawn's cock. 

Soon the teacher porn was forgotten altogether, their bodies had rolled toward one another and hands were 
exploring now, sliding up each other's backs, across shoulders, down to hips and asses. Shawn threw one leg 
over Dave's hip and their cocks were rubbing together as Dave thrust himself against the brunette. His mouth 
was on Shawn's ear, nibbling and suckling the lobe. Shawn was panting, the ball of pleasure growing and rumbling 
deep in his stomach. 

The singer slid a hand down to grip Shawn's ass and he rolled his hips, creating a frenzied, vapid friction 
between the two men. Shawn's body went rigid and still as he came against Dave's stomach with a howl of his 
lover's name. Not Boss, but Dave. And the redhead continued to thrust himself against Shawn until he, too, 


came with a growl. 


Once everything was put away and they were cleaned up, laying together in the dark, Dave asked, "For my 
birthday, then?" 


"For your birthday." 

‘Its really okay if you don't want to." 

Shawn rolled over to find his lover's face in the dark. He touched Dave's cheek with his fingers. "I know what 
you want and | want you to have what you want. | might even like it. And you don't have to be so sweet all 


the time. People will begin to wonder what's happened to Dave Mustaine.” He giggled. 


"IIl just tell them my balls are in my drummer's golf bag." 


A Midnight Round 


The lobby call was eight AM. They needed to be in LA by two in the afternoon. Shawn's alarm sounded at 1:00 
and he rolled over and groaned. Dave was curled on his side, knees pulled up, hands balled into fists under his 
chin, facing the drummer and still fast asleep. The brunette smiled. Moments like this are what he lived for. 
Watching the singer sleeping soundly, his heart swelled This was the Dave Shawn loved best. The one that not 
everybody got to see. The peaceful, sweet man who loved and cared for Shawn with every bit of his heart. 


"Rise and shine, gorgeous." Shawn whispered as he softly stroked his palm over Dave's cheek. "Bonjour, mon 


amour. Joyeux anniversaire!" 


The redhead slowly came to life, first stretching his legs and then rolling onto his back and raising his arms 


over his head. Shawn nestled in and laid his head on Dave's shoulder, throwing an arm across his chest. 
"Happy birthday, boss." 

"Thank you." 

"Gotta be in the lobby in an hour." 


"Hmm." Dave purred as he stroked a hand through Shawn's tangled black hair. Abruptly, he rolled so that 


Shawn was forced to his back and Dave was on top of him. 


Shawn gasped and Dave smirked. Flame red curls toppled down and beautifully framed Dave's face. Shawn lifted 
his fingers and knotted them into the older man's hair. 


"You're so gorgeous.” The drummer whispered as his eyes searched Dave's caramel colored gems. 
Dave gripped Shawn's thigh and pushed it wider and slowly rocked against him. "Want you." 
"Fuck!" Shawn wiggled and writhed beneath him. 


Abruptly, Dave pushed himself up and sat on his heels. Shawn panted softly as he looked at his lover in 


surprise. 


“Turn over." The redhead growled and reached for Shawn. Using two hands on his hips, he flipped the drummer 


over, onto his stomach and immediately reached for his shorts. 
"Davel" Shawn screeched and tried to squirm away. "Dave, please!" 


"Shhh!" Dave told him to be quiet and ripped the shorts off the brunette's body. 


When two firm hands landed on the rounded globes of his ass, Shawn howled and scrambled even more. 
"Please don't! Dave, what are you doing?" 

“Shawn, be quiet” 

His body stilled when he felt a wet tongue against him. "Ohh." He sighed. 


Dave's hands spread his cheeks and his tongue dove deeper, tickling, licking at his puckered hole. One hand 
slipped underneath Shawn and carefully tugged at his cock, urging it to life. 


"Boss." 
"Shh. Just relax." 


He continued to lick and lap at the drummer's ass, occasionally taking the tip of his tongue and pushing it inside. 


He pressed his entire mouth against Shawn and sucked. 
"Fuck! Oh fuck, boss!" Shawn grunted. 
"Stroke your dick for me, baby." Dave told him before he dribbled a large drop of spit onto Shawn's hole. 


With an index finger, he gently pushed the spit inside of Shawn. Slowly, he worked the finger in and out. The 
body beneath him bucked and squirmed. 


"Good, baby?" 

"Mon Dieu." The drummer mumbled as he pushed his face into the pillows. 

Dave laughed gently. "Keep jerking yourself off. | want you to come for me." 

After more licking and sucking, Dave introduced a second digit, his long, thick middle finger. Slowly, he pushed 
both into the tight, wet hole. He continued to lick and nibble at the spot between Shawn's ass and his balls, 
watching the drummer's hand furiously work himself. His fingertips found that sweet spot deep inside of Shawn 
and brushed against it. The drummer hissed and shivered. Next time he plunged into Shawn, he deliberately 


pressed against his prostate and kept his fingers there, pressing harder, wiggling back and forth. 


The brunette saw stars, he buck and panted, howling his lover's name. Dave could feel him pushing back against 


his hand. 
"That's it, baby. Feels good, doesn't it? Want to come for me? Give me that hot load” 


"Fucking shit, Dave! Keep talking like that." 


The redhead laughed softly. "Like it when | talk dirty to you?" 
"Oh, fuck me! Yes!" 


Dave moved up a little and, while continuing to finger Shawn, he used his tongue to tease and lick the exposed, 


taut ring of flesh that encircled his fingers. 

That was enough to bring on Shawn's orgasm. The brunette groaned and his body shook. 

"That's it, baby. Come for me. Give it to me. | want it. Want your sweet, creamy come on my tongue." 

Shawn gasped as two hands now gripped his hips and flipped him over, onto his back. The older man batted his 
hand away and took up stroking Shawn's thick, throbbing dick. Propped up on two elbows, the brunette watched 
in wonder as Dave sucked the head of his dick between his plump, glistening lips and brought him to orgasm. 
With a strong buck upwards, Shawn emptied into Dave's mouth. 


The singer's caramel eyes sparkled as he set them on Shawn's gazed expression. "Good?" 


"Good? Boss, | wish I'd known you were into me a lot sooner. You're un-fucking-believable." The drummer 


reached for his boyfriend and pulled him into his arms. "And I'm so amazed that you picked me. Thank you." 


"Easy choice, babe." 


woun 


It was another busy day in San Bernadino. This was going to be a big show, along with celebrating Dave's 
birthday. Everybody wanted a piece of the redhead, not only for the usual interviews but also to wish him a 
happy birthday. 


There was a press conference organized for all of the bands on the bill. The four members of Megadeth sat 
on uncomfortable, metal stools behind the members of Testament and listened as most questions were 

directed toward the members of Iron Maiden. Idly, Dave reached out and plucked a piece of lint from Shawn's 
knee. He should have sat still, should have ignored it but he was bored and restless and the stool was making 


his ass numb. The movement had caught some photographers’ eyes and soon, several photos were snapped of 


him with his hand on Shawn. 
"Dave! Dave! Happy birthday, first of all” 
He turned on his sweet, charming-the-press smile and said quietly, "Thank you." 


"What did your band get you for your birthday?" 


He laughed and glanced at the brunette beside him. "Nothing. Yet. Why is that? Are you stiffing me for my 
birthday?" 


"Don't worry, boss." Shawn began. "We've got something really great arranged for later." He finished with a 


wink. 


Later, in the dressing room before they were due to go on, Dave was sitting on the couch, his feet up on the 
coffee table when Shawn sat down beside him with a bottle of champagne. 


"Wanna share this with me?" 
"Nah, not tonight. Go on, though." 


The drummer smiled and kissed Dave before he uncorked the bottle. It fizzed out and splattered a little bit all 
over the front of Shawn's shorts. Dave quickly glanced at the mess and then his boyfriend's face. 


"Need me to clean that up?" 

"Yes." 

The redhead pulled his feet off the table and was just about to lower his head to Shawn's lap when the door 
opened and two men carrying a large, flat white box came into the room. Dave straightened and Shawn escaped 
to change his shorts when the box was lowered to the table in front of the singer. 


"What is this?" 


"Dave, we're from Dean and we just wanted to wish you a happy birthday." One of the men said he lifted the 


lid from the box to reveal a full size cake replica of his black signature guitar. 


The smile that spread across the redhead's face was gorgeous. "Wow. That's gorgeous!" When he looked up, 
David and Chris were standing above him with smiles, too. 


"Did you guys arrange this?" 
"Might have. Happy birthday, Dave." 


As one of the men put some candles in the cake, Dave gave hugs to his bassist and guitarist and then turned 


around. 
"Wait, don't like them yet. Need Shawn here, too." Needed to share this moment with his boyfriend. 


Shawn came from the bathroom in a dry pair of shorts and looked at the cake. "Wow! Nice job, guys." 


"Did you know about this?" 

"Might have." 

"Thank you." And with no hesitation, he gently slid his hands along Shawn's jaw and kissed him. "I love you." 
"| love you. Now, make a wish." 

Dave bent and blew out his candles and when he straightened, Shawn grinned. 

"Do | need to ask what you wished for?" 

"Probably not" 


woun 


There was a black Town Car waiting in the lot near the buses. Dave took note of it but thought nothing of it 


as he slung his bag over his shoulder and headed toward the bus. 

"Boss, where you going?" Shawn grinned, 

"The bus." 

"Nope. Get in" He pointed toward the car. 

"That's for us? What did you do?" 

"Nothing. Yet" Shawn grinned and opened the back door of the car. He motioned for Dave to get in. 


As soon as both men were settled in the back seat, the car began to move. Shawn pressed the button to slide 


the partition up and then he grinned shyly at his boyfriend. 


"| know it would have been a lot easier just to go back to a hotel for the evening. We might get there 
eventually, But that's not very exciting, is it? 


"Depends, | guess, on what happens there." 


"You wore that Versace cologne, didn't you?" Shawn quietly asked as he slid across the seat and up against 


Dave's side. 
"Might have." 


"I still have one last gift to give you tonight" 


‘Only if you're sure, babe." 

"Oh, I'm sure. Really fucking sure." He murmured as he nuzzled his face into the redhead's neck. 

Dave sighed as he bent his head back to rest against the seat. He groaned when his drummer climbed into his 
lap. As the car moved swiftly through the darkened streets and out to the freeway, the two lovers in the 
backseat made out, kissing deeply, letting hands wander under shirts and unclasp buttons. The passionate kiss 
broke and Dave panted softly while Shawn peppered light kisses over his face. 


"I love you. Love you so fucking much, boss." The brunette whispered as he moved to straddle the older man. 


He pressed against Dave's chest and he leaned over him. He looked down, into the darkened eyes of his lover as 


Dave gazed up at him. Arms wound around Shawn's waist and held him close. 

"Love you, too. Where are we going?" 

‘Someplace pretty fucking cool. | promise you'll love it" 

"Babe, all | wanted for my birthday was you." 

"And you'll get me. | promise. You know | wouldn't promise you something like that if | didn't mean it" 
"Then where are we going?" Dave asked again. 

"You'll see." The younger man's blue eyes twinkled with mischief. 

Before Dave could ask again, Shawn covered his mouth with his own in another scorching hot kiss. 


The car pulled up to the gate of the Bel-Air Country Club. Shawn started to slip off of his boyfriend when the 
redhead grabbed his wrist. 


"This is the fucking Bel-Air Country Club! What are we doing here?" 


The drummer grinned as he reached into his bag for something, which he quickly shoved into his pocket. "Up 
for a little midnight round of strip golf, boss?" 


"What?" 
"Yep, come on" 


Dave followed his boyfriend out of the car. He watched as the trunk lid was popped and Shawn picked up a 
driver and two balls from the trunk. He wandered around to the driver and gave him some cash. And then the 


car drove away, leaving them there. 

"Where is he going?!" 

"He'll be back here to pick us up in about three hours. Come on" 

"Shawn!" Dave hissed. "| hate to sound like a prude but this is illegal, you know." 
The drummer whirled around and, with an evil grin, said, "So?" 

"You're serious?" 

"Absolutely. It will be fun, | promise. And nobody will get arrested." 

Dave groaned and finally relented. 

"That's it! Come on!" Shawn laughed and quickly walked down the fence, toward the back. 
"How are we gonna get over the fence?" 

"Climb." The drummer said as he found the perfect spot. 


Right beyond the fence was a darkened fairway. Shawn threw the balls and the driver over the fence and then 
started climbing. 


"Looks like the third or fourth hole right over here. This is perfect. It's nice and dark. Come on, boss." 
Once Shawn was over the fence, he grinned once more at Dave, who laughed and shook his head. Slowly, he 
climbed up and over the fence. Shawn grabbed his arm and guided him down to the ground. Once Dave was 
standing, the brunette threw his arms around his neck and kissed him. 

"This is gonna be fun!" 


At the tee for the fourth hole, the younger man set the two balls on the grass. 


"Okay, the rules are simple. Whoever drives the ball the farthest gets to pick what the other guy takes off. So 
if | drive it farther than you, | would pick your shirt." 


"And if | drive it farther than you?" 
Shawn held his arms out wide. "Pick." 


"Your jeans." 


‘Its that simple." 

"What happens when | get you completely naked?" 

"Well, then you get your birthday gift.” He smiled and waggled his eyebrows. 
"Why can't | just have that now?" 

"Because | like making you work for it, boss." 

"But it is my birthday!" 

"ll let you win" 


Dave went first. It was his birthday, after all. He drove the ball maybe sixty or seventy feet. With a smirk, he 
handed the driver back to Shawn. 


"Might as well take my shirt off now." 
"We'll see." The drummer replied 
He proceeded to hold back and hit a low line drive that landed a whole thirty or forty feet in front of them. 


"This won't be as much fun if you're just gonna let me win" Dave commented as they walked up to Shawn's 


ball 

"You sure about that?" 

"Yep. Come on. Don't make it easy on me just because its my birthday’ 

"All right then" 

Dave was naked by the time they reached the sixth hole. Shawn was left in his socks and boxers. There was a 
small pond to the right of the fairway and the redhead led his boyfriend to the bark Using the stack of folded 


clothes as a pillow, he laid the drummer down in the soft grass. 


"Are you sure you're okay with this?" Dave quietly asked as he leaned over him, using one hand in the grass 


to prop himself up. 


"More than okay. I'm ready. These past couple months have been really special, Dave. Who would have thought 
this would happen? But you're patient and kind and thoughtful and | am falling so deep in love with you. | want 


this. | want you. | want to be with you and love you and feel your love for as long as you want to give it to 


me. You make me happy." 


"You make me happy, too, Shawn. This is so much more than | ever expected to have with someone again. 
Years | spent by myself, assuming that I'd never have love again. Never feel connected to someone like this 


again. And you came along and you just filled my world with color and warmth.. Is that stupid?" 


The brunette smiled and shook his head before he reached up and wound his fingers in the curls at the back 
of Dave's neck "It's not stupid. Its perfect." He whispered before pulling Dave down into a kiss. 


As the kiss deepened, the redhead pulled himself on top of Shawn. He rocked his hips, feeling the cotton of 
Shawn's shorts rub between them both. Both men grew hard and the drummer whimpered, thrusting himself 


upwards, against Dave. 

"Want.please." 

The redheaa's lips were teasing Shawn's earlobe, teeth nibbled it. A hand worked its way between their bodies 
and tugged at the boxers shorts. Finally, Dave was forced to abandon the ear and work his way down the 
drummer's body. The shorts were pulled down his legs and as soon as they were off, Shawn spread his legs 
wide for Dave. 

He pushed one of Shawn's knees to his chest and told him to keep it there before he dipped low. With two 
hands on the brunette's ass, Dave slid his tongue along the crack, stopping at the tightly puckered hole. Slowly 
and gently, Dave circled it with the tip of his tongue. Above him, he heard Shawn gasp and felt his body 
tighten. 

‘Its okay, baby. Relax. We've been here before and you enjoyed it. It's okay." 


Shawn willed his body to relax and enjoy Dave's ministrations. A nice, warm, wet tongue lapping at him did fill 


him with pleasure. 

"Hold onto your dick for me. Stroke it nice and slow." 

Dave continued to lick and kiss and suck on his lover's ass until he was satisfied that Shawn had relaxed and 
was ready to go further. As he was about to suck his own index finger and get it good and wet, Shawn nudged 
him. 

"Here. | got this." The drummer drew a small tube of cherry lube from the pocket of his jeans. 

"Good thinking ahead." 


"Told you | had something planned” 


Dave sat back on his heels and squeezed some of the slippery liquid onto his fingers. He put the tube aside, 


knowing he'd need a lot more of it again soon. 

"Deep breath and focus on relaxing, remember?" 

Shawn smiled and nodded as he kept stroking himself. 

The singer used his left hand to push Shawn's thigh higher and gently introduced his right index finger. Slowly, 
he pushed it inside of his lover, gently pressing on. He didn't stop until his knuckle was past the ring of muscle. 


Then he paused to let Shawn get used to it. 


After his second digit was introduced and Shawn hissed and wiggled some, Dave pumped them in and out, 
moving and twisting them, scissoring them to try and stretch his boyfriend. 


"Are you sure you want to try this?" He asked once more. 

"Yes, boss. Please." 

"Did you also bring a - " 

Shawn reached into the pocket of his jeans once more. They had become unfolded and after he handed Dave a 
condom, he turned to stuff them back under his head. He returned his gaze to Dave as he rolled a condom 
onto his hard cock. Everything moved in shadows, illuminated only by the hazy moon. It created a romantic, 
surreal feeling and Shawn was drunk on it. 

"Boss, you look amazing. | want you inside of me." 

When Dave looked up, a soft breeze fluttered his hair and Shawn shivered. 

"Big, deep breath and - " 

"Relax. | know." 

"Tell me if it hurts too much." 

With that, Dave covered the condom in lube. The cherry scent filled the air around them but as soon as the 
breeze blew again, it was gone. Replaced by the smell of the grass and the water. Shawn inhaled deeply and 
tilted his head back to look at the stars above him. 

‘| see Orion" He whispered. 


"| see you." Dave replied just as he began to push the head of his cock into Shawn. 


Shawn hissed and tensed for a moment. Dave coved softly to him and rubbed tender circles on his hip. As soon 


as he felt the drummer's body slacken, he pushed in more. Oh, he was warm and tight. Dave's eyes squeezed 


shut over the intense feeling of being inside of his lover. He continued to press into him. 

He could have broken down and cried. Nobody had known how lonely he had been. Nobody but his former mate, 
who he had the displeasure of seeing almost every day for the past three years. Was that what made the 
feelings for Shawn manifest? Possibly. But that no longer mattered. Shawn had welcomed him into his life in 
every possible way. Shawn had cared for him and loved him and brought him back to life. 

Before he began to move, he leaned over and kissed the brunette. 

‘| love you so much. Thank you." He smiled softly. "Are you okay?" 

With a sweet smile, his boyfriend nodded. "Give it to me, boss." 


wun 


Dave laid on his back, the cool, damp grass tickled his back. His lover curled against his side with an arm 
thrown across his chest. Dave's hand stroked through the long, pin-straight, silky strands of Shawn's hair. 


"Are you hurt?" 


"Nope. It's fine. Was it okay for you?" He asked, feeling somewhat embarrassed of the question and the fact 
that he needed reassurance. 


"Yeah, of course it was okay. Better than okay." 

"Good." 

They fell silent for a few moments, hands continuing to stroke and tickle. 

"Joyeux anniversaire, patron. Je t'aime." Shawn murmured softly and then let his lips drag against Dave's chest. 
‘| love you." And then Dave laughed abruptly and pointed at the sky. "A shooting star, Shawn! Look!" 

They watched a star race across the sky and then fade into nothing. 

"Did you make a wish, boss?" 


"| don't need to. | have everything | want right here." 


Lie 
Mexico City, October 25 


Shawn stretched and yawned as the sunlight streaming through the break in the curtains danced across his 
face. He felt the body that was nestled against his back move and a low growl emitted from its mouth. 


"Morning, boss." 

A grunt was the reply. 

"We have an entire day off here today, what do you want to do?" 

"Sleep." 

This was their last stop before two more shows in the states. Dave was itching to get home again. While he 
enjoyed visiting South and Central America, he was leery of it and wanted nothing more than to return to the 
United States. The rest of his band and crew, however, loved visiting the South American countries, loved 
everything about it. The weather, the people, the days off used to go explore and immerse themselves in the 


culture. His boyfriend was no exception. 


Shawn slid from the bed and walked over to the window, he pulled the curtain back and the bright sun landed 


on Dave's face. 
"Ugh, close if!" 

"Come on, boss. Get up. Let's go do something. Look how beautiful it is out there today” 

"Get back in this bed, lIl do something to you right here. 

Shawn threw a grin over his shoulder. "Tell you what. Come out with me today and we'll go to bed tonight 
The couple ended up at the National Museum of Anthropology. They had toured the entire museum, filling up 
the morning. On the way out, Shawn instructed Dave to stand near a fountain with him for a quick selfie 
together. As the raven-haired beauty raised his phone, Dave slid an arm around his back 

"Move to California with me" He said quietly just before Shawn snapped the photo. 


The result was Dave smiling behind his sunglasses while Shawn turned his head to look at him in surprise. 


"What?" 


"You heard me. Please come to California. | know it's asking a lot to uproot your life in Georgia but | love you 
and | don't want to be without you once we get off the road." 


"To live with you?" 


"Yeah. You know | have that big, empty house. It's been." Dave looked away and swallowed. "Well, I've been lonely 


since.. you know." 
"David." 
The redhead nodded. 


Shawn lowered his phone and stuffed it back into his pocket. He turned his entire body toward Dave and put a 
hand on his shoulder. 


"You don't ever have to tell me about that. But | do need to know one thing." 

"What?" 

"Do you still .. you know, do you still, like, care about him? It must be hard to see him every day." 

A small smile flitted across Dave's face. "| care about him. Besides my sisters, and now you, he's the closest 
thing I've got to family. He's played a very important role in my life. But we'll never have that thing that we 
had when we were younger. We grew in different directions. Took different paths. Mine led me to you." 
Shawn lowered his eyes to stare at the ground. He heard the rumors. He knew Dave and David had a 
relationship in the past. And he'd be lying if he said he didn't feel a slight pang of jealousy and worry, 


wondering if Dave still harbored feelings for the bassist. 


"Shawn, like | said a long time ago. I'm too old to play games and bullshit. | want you. | want to be with you. Not 
him. He is my band mate and friend and thats it" 


| want to be with you, too." 
"Then come home with me. Let me make my home our home." 


The drummer raised his eyes to look into Dave's. They stared at each other for a long time, each searching 


for something in the other. Finally, Shawn's bright blue eyes took on a glimmer of happiness. 
"Okay." He said almost coyly. 


Things happened quickly after that. Dave flew home to California while Shawn went back to Georgia He decided 
not to sell his house right away, after all, he was too old to play games, also. Although the prospect of making 


a home together with Dave was exciting to him, he knew better than to rush headlong into it. If, for some 
reason, things didn't work out, he'd at least have his house in Atlanta to return to. So he merely packed his 
essentials and his car into a moving truck, leaving behind most of his furniture, and closed the house up. Glen 
had promised to keep tabs on it for him. Even after they had a long talk about what Shawn was about to do. 
They had twenty-two days off before the next leg of touring began in Nashville. Three weeks for Shawn to get 
himself situated into Dave's house. He flew to San Diego while the truck he hired would arrive two days later. 


Dave met him at the airport with a huge smile on his face. 


‘I'm thrilled that you agreed to do this. Thank you." And after they embraced, he presented Shawn with a small 
gift box. 


"What's this?" 
"Open it" 


In the middle of the airport, with people staring at them, Shawn dropped his bag from his shoulder and lifted 
the lid from the box. Inside of it sat a set of three keys and a folded up slip of paper. 


"Boss..." Shawn murmured as he drew the keys out, putting his finger through the ring. 
"Keys to the house and garage and the pass code for the gate." Dave said. 

Shawn unfolded the paper and laughed loudly. "Five-five-six-six." 

Dave grinned. 

"Did you just change it to my birthday so itd be easy for me to remember?" 

"Nope. It's been that for quite a while now." 

Shawn threw his arms around the redhead and kissed his cheek. "You make me so happy." 


At the house, Dave pulled the car up to the gate and punched in the code. While they waited for the gate to 
open fully, he took Shawn's hand and brought it to his lips. 


"Welcome home, gorgeous." 


Shawn, and the rest of the band and crew, had been to Dave's house a few times for various functions, so he 
was familiar with it. But it still hadn't sunk in that he was going to be living there. That it would now be his 
home, too. So when Dave parked the car and they gathered his luggage from the trunk, he fell in step behind 


Dave and then stood in the massive foyer, staring. 


"Do you remember your way around?" 

"Not really. | remember where the family room, the kitchen and the hall bathroom are." 

"Well, come on then I'll show you upstairs. | cleaned out one of the closets for you. Um," He paused as he 
realized he was a bit presumptuous. "you do want to share the master bedroom with me, right? | guess | 


should have asked but | just assumed." 


Shawn's face slowly lit up with a smile. He dropped the suitcase in his hand and flew at Dave. He wrapped his 
arms around the redhead and peppered his face with kisses. 


"That's a yes, then?" 

After they dropped off Shawn's bags in the master bedroom, Dave showed him the en suite bathroom, even 
made room in the vanity drawers for Shawn's stuff, then gave him a tour of the rest of the house. They 
quickly ducked into the other three bedrooms and two bathrooms upstairs before heading back down to the 
main level. He showed him the living room, family room and dining room, of which hardly ever were used, then 
the kitchen and pantry before showing him the door leading to the garage. The room he saved for last was his 
office/studio which was down in the finished basement that also held a small game room, complete with arcade 
games and a pinball machine. 

"Cool! That'll be fun!" Shawn grinned as he was led through the room and into the studio. 

"Remember this? You've been down here before, maybe three or four years ago." 

"Yeah, kind of. It's all coming back to me." Shawn said off-handedly as he wandered into the room and looked 
around. His gaze took him from the large desk and executive chair to the rack of guitars lining one wall to the 
sound board against the opposite wall. 

"Boss?" Shawn finally began as he stood in the middle of the room. 

"What?" 


"Where are my drums gonna go?" 


With that infamous smirk of his, Dave slowly approached his boyfriend, backing him up against the desk. "I'l 


make room for your drums down here if | decide I'm gonna keep you around." 
Crystal blue eyes went wide as Shawn back pedaled. He bumped against the desk but his boyfriend kept coming. 
"Take your clothes off" Dave demanded as his own hands went directly to his own belt. 


Slowly, it dawned on the brunette that his boyfriend was playing with him so he played right along. "Boss, 


please." 
"Do it, Drover. Strip. And you better be a good fuck if you want to keep your job." 


"Oh, boss. I'm the best lay you'll ever have." He replied with a smirk of his own as he pulled his shirt over his 


head. 


Shawn stripped off his jeans and shirt, kick his sneakers off. When he was down to only his shorts, he lowered 
himself to his knees in front of Dave. 


"Gonna start working to keep your job?" Dave asked as he took his dick out of his pants, pushing them down 
around his thighs. 


Shawn gazed up at his man with large eyes as he nodded. 
"Good, suck it." 


The gorgeous drummer took Dave into his mouth while he held the base of his cock in one hand and gripped 


the redhead's hip with the other. 


"Yeah, you're a good little cocksucker, aren't you?" Dave murmured softly as he gathered Shawn's hair in both 
hands and swept off his shoulders. "Look at me. Look up at me with those beautiful eyes of yours." 


The younger man took him deep in his throat, nose pressed to his abdomen He held him there, in his throat, 
eyes Tearing up as they gazed adoringly up at the redhead's face. 


"Good boy. You really want to keep your job, don't you?" Dave grinned. 


After a moment, he took a half step back, pulling himself out of his boyfriend's mouth. Shawn coughed and 
sputtered some as he sat back on his heels. 


"Up on the desk" Dave helped him to stand and then hop up on the desk and lay back. “Spread those delicious 


thighs nice and wide. Gonna put out for me and save your job?" 


"If this is what | gotta do." Shawn replied as he drew his knees up and planted his heels on the edge of the 
desk. He spread his legs as he curled one arm under his head and used the other hand to stroke his own dick 


He watched Dave strip the rest of his clothes off and stand before him, a hand on each of Shawn's knees. 
"Boss, you're so fucking hot. Want you." 


Dave grinned, eyes locked on Shawn's as he lowered himself to one knee. His hands slid down the drummer's 


thighs to his ass as Dave darted his tongue out and licked. He heard Shawn hiss and his felt his body tense. 


"Relax up there, you sexy little slut. You want this. You want me to make you feel good, right?" 
"Yes." 
"Then lay back, stroke that dick, and let me get you ready for the best pounding of your life." 


The brunette was in heaven Dave's talented tongue licked at his hole, big, wet lips kissed and sucked him. 
Shawn squeezed his eyes closed as he groaned his pleasure, his hand slowly jerking himself off. 


When Dave stood, however, Shawn's head popped up, eyes snapping open 
"Where are you going? Don't stop, please don't stop, boss!" 


"Shush. I'm just coming around here to get something." Dave told him as he stepped around the desk and 
opened a drawer. He pulled out a bottle of lube and a condom. "How bad do you want me?" 


"Fuck, boss. | want you so goddamn bad. Please." 
"Good boy." Dave grinned as he rolled the condom onto his long, hard cock. 


He flipped open the lid and squirted the thick liquid into his fingers. Spreading the lube over Shawn's ass, he 


slowly pushed a finger inside, smiling when the drummer sighed. 

"Feel good?" 

"Yes, more." 

"Good. | can tell you really want to keep your job, don't you?" 

"Yes, boss!" 

A second digit slipped inside of Shawn and the two fingers twisted and scissored and pumped in and out. 


"You ready to really show me how bad you want to keep your job? Ready for me to fuck the shit out of 


you?" 
"Yes! Come on, fuck me, boss!" 
He started out slowly, pushing the head of his cock just inside Shawn, just past the ring of muscle. The 


drummer's hand left his own cock and settled, palm first, against Dave's stomach. Farther, he pushed, getting 


deeper and deeper inside of his boyfriend. 


"You feel so fucking amazing, Shawn." 

"So do you. Kiss me, please?" 

Dave leaned over and let Shawn wrap his hands into his thick, fiery hair and pull him down into a long, 
smoldering hot kiss. Lips seared together, warm and wet tongues lapped at each other, tasting the very 
essence of the other man. Shawn's fingers knotted in the silken, curly strands of hair and he pulled back. Dave 
was forced to break the kiss with a grunt before he felt Shawn sink his teeth into his throat: 

"Fuck!" Dave howled. 

He straightened up then and gripped the drummer's hips, sending his cock deeper and harder inside of Shawn. 
He rocked faster, giving his boyfriend the hard pounding he had promised. Shawn squeezed his eyes closed and 
gritted his teeth. Both hands now gripped the edge of the desk. 


"Come on, drummer. l'm so fucking close. Bring me over the edge. Make me come and keep your fucking job." 


"Jesus fuck, boss." Shawn groaned. Between Dave talking dirty to him and the incredible feeling of being filled by 


him, Shawn was close to the edge, himself. 

He slid a hand over top of Dave's that still held his hip, sliding farther along his body, he found his throbbing 
cock again and gave it a few hard strokes, squeezing it tightly. Grunting, gasping for air, his orgasm hit him 
hard. Shawn threw his head back against the hard surface of the desk and he came. His fist gripped the head 
of his dick and his come splattered across his chest. 

"That's it, that's my good little slut. Come for me. Come nice and hard. Does that feel good?" 

"Oh, fuck me. It feels so fucking good" 

"Good. Now get down here and swallow my load” 

Dave slid out of Shawn and pulled the condom off. He grabbed the drummer's wrist and yanked him off the 
desk, pushing him to his knees. Shawn tried to put his mouth around Dave's throbbing cock but he was pushed 
away. 


"Sit back on your heels and open your mouth." 


When he did as he was told, he found Dave standing over him, jerking himself off with one hand and the other 
on Shawn's forehead. Dave gazed down at his boyfriend waiting patiently for his come like a good little slut. 


"Yeah, you want this come? You want to taste it? Want it on your tongue?" 


"Yes, boss! Please!" 


Dave laid the head of his cock onto Shawn's waiting tongue. With one last, hard stroke, he grunted and shot his 
hot, pearly come straight down the drummer's throat. Panting, he smiled at his lover, petting the hair away 


from his face. 


"| supposed you can keep your job for a little while longer" 


wvunu 


Dave cooked a meal of stuffed lobster tails and opened a bottle of chardonnay while Shawn took a long shower 
in his new master bath and then unpacked his bags in his new closet. He paused as he was putting the empty 
suitcases up on the shelf. He was home. He was in a gay relationship with his leader and boss and he never 
felt more at home in his life. After he dried his hair and he returned to the kitchen and was surprised at 


Dave's prowess. 


"Boss, | had no idea you knew your way around the kitchen. This is a very, very pleasant surprise. My 
boyfriend knows how to cook!" 


"Picked up a few tips from David and then, after, living on my own for so long, | got tired of ordering pizza, 


you know?" 

Shawn pulled himself up, onto the stool at the island. "lim glad. It smells really good" 

"Just want your first night here to be special" Dave told him as he poured the brunette a glass of wine. 

"It already is. Thank you." 

They cleaned up the kitchen together, stealing glances at one another, grinning like idiots. After, Dave led Shawn 
into the family room and they snuggled up on the couch together, flipping through the TV channels. When Dave 
passed ESPN, Shawn begged him to go back. 

"College football" Shawn smiled, taking another sip from his refilled wine glass. 

Three quarters of football and two glasses of win later, the brunette was curled up under a blanket, using 
Dave's thigh as a pillow and snoring softly. Dave, himself, had let his head fall against the back of the couch 
and dozed off. Now, checking the time on the TV and noting it was after eleven, he nudged his boyfriend's 
shoulder. 


"Sweetheart, it's late. Let's go to bed" 


It might have annoyed him at another stage in his life, but when Shawn grunted and knocked Dave's hand away, 
the singer smiled and simply moved his hand to pet his beloved's head. 


"| love you. Thank you for being here with me and saving me from countless lonely nights." 


Touch 


There was a sense of peace and joy in the redhead's heart as he reached across the arm rest between them 
and took Shawn's hand just as the plane's wheels left the earth below them. It was the first time in a very, 
very long time that he was not returning home by himself after a tour leg. The sweet and sexy drummer 
smiled as their fingers entwined. 

"Love you." He whispered very quietly. 

They had five days to prepare the house for Christmas. When Shawn asked about it, Dave told him he thought 
there might be a tree in storage in the garage and a box or two of decorations. Now they stood, looking up at 
the storage area. 

"| thought you said you had stuff." 

"| thought | did. David must have taken it with him." 

"You haven't decorated or put a tree up since David was here?" 


Dave shook his head. 


"What did you do for the holidays, babe?" Shawn asked as he reached a hand under his boyfriend's hair and 


gently massaged his neck 

"Worked or went to my sister's” 

"Aw, | wish | would have known that. | would have asked you home with me 
Dave smiled tightly. "I would have liked that. Thank you, sweetheart 


Shawn continued to work magic on Dave's neck with is fingers as he grinned. "You know what we have to do 


now, right?" 
"Yeah, | think | do." 
In Shawn's SUV, Dave drove to the nearest tree yard where they walked the aisles of trees that were left. 


"Next year, we should go north. Maybe back to Canada Have Christmas in the cold and snow. How about this 


one?" Shawn reached for a very full, very tall tree that was probably overlooked due to its size. 


"Its huge." 


"You have that huge foyer, babe. It would look perfect beside the staircase there." 
"We have that huge foyer and you're right. It would look perfect there." 


After Dave paid for the tree and it was wrapped and tied to the top of the truck, they now needed to buy 
decorations for it and for the rest of the house. Dave pushed a shopping cart behind Shawn as he blazed down 
the aisles of the local home goods store, tossing just about everything into the cart, glass baubles in every 
vibrant color imaginable, strings of pretty silver beads, rolls of white and silver ribbon, a silver star for the 
top of the tree, a red plush velvet tree skirt, electric candles for every window in the house, a large wreath 


for the front door, a Yule log for the mantle, along with two stocking hooks and two stockings. 


“Stockings, even?" Dave asked, a small grin on his lips. He loved that Shawn wanted to go overboard. Loved 


watching him so excited about Christmas. 
"Yes. Yours is the green, okay?" 
He watched Shawn's bright eyes scan the contents of the shopping basket. 


"Lights. We need lights for the tree. They don't have them. Oh, and a holder. And we probably need something 


big and deep because it's a big tree. Come on, I'm gonna show you a Canadian poor man's trick" 


After they purchased all their decorations, Shawn directed Dave to a big box home improvement store where 
they found the strings of lights they would need, along with a large empty five gallon bucket and two bags of 


gravel. 


At home, Shawn asked Dave for a white kitchen trash bag which he would use to disguise the bucket. Next, 
they brought in the tree and set it inside the bucket. Dave held the tree up while Shawn crawled underneath it 
and filled the bucket with the gravel. Then they stood back and admired Shawn's poor man Christmas tree 
holder. 


"What do you think?" 


"You're a genius, baby" Dave smiled and pulled the drummer in for a tight hug. "I'm gonna make coffee. Want 


some?" 
"Yes, please. But don't be long, | need your help decorating this." 


While Dave was in the kitchen, Shawn turned on the TV in the adjacent family room and found the Christmas 
music station He turned the volume up loud enough to fill the entire house. He was singing along to Frosty The 
Snowman when Dave returned with two steaming mugs. Shawn was up on the staircase, reaching across to put 
the star at the top of the tree. From there, Dave would hand him strings of lights that they worked in a 
spiral around the tree from top to bottom. Dave watched his boyfriend work with a permanent grin on his 


face. While he worked the lights around the bottom of the tree, he hummed and wiggled along to the songs. 


‘Hey’ 
"What? Did | miss a spot?" 

"No. | just wanted to say thank you for this." 

| should thank you. I'm happy you agreed to let me decorate." 

"There's no let. This is your home now, too. | want you to do the things that make you comfortable." 
"Can we build a driving range in the backyard?" 

"Umm..." 


Shawn laughed gently before wrapping his arms around Dave's neck. He kissed him sweetly and said, "Just 


kidding. Now help me with the ribbon" 


Dave unrolled the ribbon for Shawn to cut the lengths he wanted. He then attached each length to the star 
and let them fall naturally against the tree. 


"Where did you learn to do all of this?" Dave asked as Shawn opened the first box of glass ornaments. 


"Oh, you know. Just picked it up here and there." Shawn grinned and attached an ornament to a branch. "Come 


and do some with me." 
As Dave reached for the bauble that Shawn was holding out for him, a quiet, simple little piano and guitar 
began the next song on the Christmas station. Dave grinned as he took the ornament and placed it back in the 


box. 


"Dance with me?" He whispered, taking Shawn's hand in his and wrapping his other arm around the pretty 
brunette's back. 


"Here?" 

"Where else?" 

As their eyes met, a soft, pretty female voice sang. 
"This is my winter song to you 

The storm is coming soon 


# rolls in from the sea 
My voice, a beacon in the night 


My words will be your light 
To carry you to me 

ks love alive? 

ls love alive? 


ks love..?" 

Shawn slowly slid his free hand to Dave's shoulder and, still gazing into each other's eyes, they moved slowly in 
a circle. It was awkward at first, but as the song crept into their hearts and lulled them, Shawn sighed and laid 
his head down, onto his lover's shoulder. Dave gripped him closer and turned his head to lay a sweet kiss 
against Shawn's forehead. 

"Love you." The redhead murmured. "Love you so much." 

Shawn could feel the other's body trembling so he wrapped his other hand around him and hugged him tightly. 
The red mop of curls ended up against Shawn's shoulder, too, then and the drummer felt the warm wetness of 
tears. 

"Hey. Hey, what's this? What's going on, baby?" He whispered. 

"Nothing. Just ignore me a minute." 

"Are you okay, boss?" 


"Just real fucking happy." Dave said with a quiet laugh. 


Shawn swept Dave's long hair away from his neck and dotted it with gentle kisses before he told him, "I'm real 


fucking happy, too." 


They continued to move slowly around the foyer in a tight embrace but when the Christmas station had to 
follow up the sweet, beautiful song with Grandma Got Runover By A Reindeer, Dave chuckled and released 
Shawn They got back to decorating the tree. 


Once every box of ornaments was empty, they wrapped dark green garland and multi-colored lights around the 
banister, all the way up to the second floor. Shawn placed the Yule log on the mantle, along with their 
stockings. Dave put the boxes away in the garage and Shawn put all the small electric candles in the windows. 
Lastly, together, they put the wreath on the front door. 

Shawn took his phone out and set it on the banister of the staircase, aiming it just right at the tree. 


"Let's take a picture of us in front of the tree." 


Dave smiled and allowed himself to be arranged in Shawn's arms. They stood, facing each other, arms around 


one another, both smiling brightly at the phone. After it took the photo, Shawn grabbed it and looked at the 


result. It was cute. They looked cute together. 
"We look silly. Look at my stupid grin" Dave commented. 
"You don't look silly. You look happy. We look happy. I'm tweeting this." 


Dave wrapped an arm around Shawn's neck and pulled him into a kiss while the drummer tried to tweet out 


the photo. The younger man wiggled out of his embrace and happily typed away. 

"What are you typing?" 

"Just Merry Christmas. 

"What are you typing?" Dave asked again as he tried to look over his boyfriend's shoulder 

"| said just Merry Christmas!" 

'Liar!" The redhead tickled Shawn's sides 

"Boss!" Shawn laughed just as he sent the tweet which said, "Joyeux Noël de mon bébé et moil" 


Dave grabbed the phone from Shawn's hands and scowled. "Merry Christmas of my.. what?" He turned to look 


at Shawn's twinkling blue eyes. 

"de means from." 

"Merry Christmas from my ..." 

"Baby and me." Shawn quickly told him and snatched his phone back 
‘I'm your baby?" Dave grinned and took a step toward the drummer. 


"Aren't you?" Shawn countered and took a step backward. His back bumped against the banister. He inched 
slowly around it until he stood at the foot of the staircase. 


With one hand on the banister, Dave wrapped the other arm around Shawn and pulled him close. 
"Emmenez-moi à l'étage et me faire l'amour, patron?" The drummer murmured. 
Dave grinned and replied, "I don't know what you said but | love the sound of it. " 


| asked you to take me upstairs and make love to me." 


Later, curled together in their bed, Shawn felt callous-hardened fingers sweep his hair from his neck. He 


shivered and nestled deeper into Dave's embrace. 


"Listen to me, Drover." The redhead began. "I don't know if you have anything planned for Christmas, but I'm 
asking you right now not to get anything for me." 


"What? Why?" Shawn rolled over to face his lover. 


"Because | have everything | want right here. l'm not bullshiting you. | mean it. You don't have to give me 
anything. You gave me your present and your future and that's the best gift you could ever give me. | love 


you. 
"But you have to have a gift to open on Christmas!" 

Ill punish you if you give me a present.” 

The drummer smirked. "What kind of punishment?" 

"Oh, one you'll probably enjoy very much." 

"And l'm not supposed to give you a gift, then?" 

"Please, baby. | mean it. You're all | want." 

"Then | must insist on the same. You can't get me anything either.’ 

"Pssh." 

"Boss!" 

The singer stood at the bottom of the stairs. "Shawn! Reservations!" 

"I'm coming!" The brunette was just pulling his jacket on. He gave himself one last glance in the mirror. Navy 
blue shirt under a soft, supple, black lambskin motorcycle jacket. His black jeans were painted on and he turned 
to give his ass another look. Before Dave, he never cared about what his ass looked like in jeans. Now, he 
always wanted to make sure it looked pert and round, enough to make his boyfriend drool. 


"Shawn! You're worse than a woman!" 


Dashing one last spritz of cologne down the open neckline of his shirt, he grinned to himself as he grabbed the 
small box wrapped in metallic red paper topped with a tiny silver bow. He shoved it into the inside breast 


pocket of his jacket. As he descended the stairs, his eyes drank in his boyfriend. At that moment, Shawn 
realized how blessed he truly was. The stunning man at the bottom of the staircase adored him. Dave 
treasured Shawn, even from the very beginning of their working relationship. Dave cared for Shawn, took him 
under his wing, protected him, nurtured his talent, supported his creativity, respected him as a musician, of 


course, but more importantly, as a man. 


Dave looked gorgeous in his dark blue jeans, black v-neck cashmere sweater under black leather jacket. Shawn 


was especially in love with the red plaid scarf Dave wore loosely wound around his neck 


"You look so good" The drummer smiled as he reached the landing. He inhaled and the smiled widened. "And you 
smell really fucking good." 


In Dave's sleek, silver Vanquish that he had yet to let Shawn get his hands on, he zipped them out to La Jolla 
for Christmas Eve dinner at a posh French restaurant. Dave even bypassed the valet parking, at which point 
Shawn sniggered quietly. 

"Hey! She could come back with a scratch or something," 

"She could. She's just a car. 

"Then why do you want to get your hands on her so badly?" 

"Boss, the only thing | want to get my hands on tonight is you." 

"Drover, nobody likes a kiss ass." 

"| guarantee you'd love it if these lips were on your ass." 

"Guess we'll find out later." 


Dave securely held onto Shawn's hand as he told the maitre d his name. 


After being shown to a small, intimate table in a private corner, Shawn began to reach for a menu when his 
boyfriend's hand came to rest on his. 


"Merry Christmas, sweetheart. You look beautiful and I'm the luckiest son-of-a-bitch that ever lived." 


"Merry Christmas, boss." Shawn glanced around the small, tasteful restaurant. "This reminds me of the sushi 


place in Philly, remember?" 
"Our first date, was it?" The redhead smirked. 


"Something like that. The date | didn't realize | was on" 


‘Sorry about that. | was rusty and nervous as hell." 

"You were nervous? | fucking puked my guts out.” 

"Yeah, that sushi was expensive and it ended up in the toilet at a mini golf place." 

"Are you implying that | owe you something?" The raven haired man shot Dave his mischievous grin 
"Damn right | am." 

"Play your cards right tonight, | guess you might get lucky.” 


The older man raised an eyebrow and was about to reply with something snarky, no doubt, but a pretty, 
blonde server appeared at Dave's side. 


"Bonsoir, mon nom est Sarah. Puis-je vous montrer la liste de vin?" 


Shawn grinned and glanced from the server to Dave. He opened his mouth to reply when Dave quietly cleared 


his throat. 

"Bonsoir, Sarah." He began, flashing a smile at his boyfriend. "Um, nous n'avons pas besoin d'une liste de vins." 
Dave stopped and thought for a moment. The next sentence came very slowly and very poorly but he got it 
out. "Pouvons-nous avoir deux tasses de vin chaud, s'il vous plait?" 

"Very good, sir." She smiled. "A good choice for tonight." 

"Boss!" Shawn nearly yelled. "How did you?? When?" 

| have my little secrets." Dave winked. He seemed so very pleased with himself. 


"Did you learn everything? When did you ever have time??" 


"IFs all really bad yet but I'm learning slowly. | just really love it when you say things to me. You're so fucking 
sexy when you do it. | guess | wanted to do it for you, too. And understand what you say. That'd be a bonus." 


"Too bad all this time I've been telling you to go fuck yourself." 


Dave's face dropped for a moment and then he started to laugh. He pointed a finger at his boyfriend and said, 
"Definitely getting that punishment now." 


When Sarah returned, both men ordered their food in French, making the girl smile wide. 


Over dessert of fondant chocolat, compote de figues, glace à l'amande and more mulled wine, Shawn leaned 
forward and offered Dave his spoon. 


"Say dirty things to me in French." He told the redhead as he watched Dave's mouth open and accept the 
spoonful of ice cream. Shawn could feel a flush spread across his cheeks as he imagined Dave on his knees 


before him, begging him, in French, for his cock. 


"I don't know that much, yet. Although, | did realize that ‘patron’ means ‘boss: So you can keep calling me that, 
instead." 


Shawn giggled and shook his head. He reached into his pocket and pulled out the small box. Setting it down in the 
middle of the table, he gave it a poke in Dave's direction 


"I told you not to get me anything.” 
"I know. Since when do | do as you tell me? Besides, I'm very intrigued by this punishment thing." 


"Well, then two can play at this game." And Dave pulled an envelope from his pocket and laid it next to Shawn's 
gift-wrapped box. 


"Patron!" 

Their eyes met and they laughed. 

"You first." 

Dave sighed and picked up the small box. The truth was he was tickled that Shawn didn't listen to him and gave 
him a gift anyway. It meant more to him that his boyfriend would do that than what might even be in the box. 
Slowly, agonizingly slowly, he picked at the paper. 

Sarah returned, saw that they were in the middle of gifts and did an about face. 

"Sarah? Can we have more wine, please?" 

"Qui." 

As she set down two more steaming mugs, Dave lifted the lid on the box. Sparkling blue eyes danced between 
Dave's face and Sarah's face. She grinned at him and then backed away quickly, giving them their privacy once 
more. Darkened hazel eyes peered up at him in wonder. 


"Remember the other night when we put the tree up?" Shawn began to explain. 


Dave nodded, orange curls bouncing gently around his crumpling face. 


"The song. You broke down and | know you're not one to get into all of that and that's fine. But baby, it's okay 
to show me that side of you. | will love you just the same." He grasped Dave's hand. "The bad stuff, the 
loneliness, the emptiness..its all gone. l'm here and I'll take care of you for as long as you let me. The song said, 
‘My voice; a beacon in the night. My words will be your light to carry you to me. So | wanted you to have 
that and let my voice always lead you home." 


It was a series of black acrylic disks of various shapes on a small, silver chain. Dave picked it up out of the 


box. 

"But what is it?" 

It's a representation of the sound wave of my voice saying, ‘Je taime, Dave." 

"Jesus fuck, Shawn" Dave murmured as he picked up the bracelet and fingered each individual disk. 
"You don't like it?" 


"No." Dave picked his head up and met the drummer's stare. "I fucking love it." He leaned across the table and 
kissed his boyfriend. "Thank you. Now, open yours.” 


Shawn took his own sweet time opened the envelope, stopping to drink more wine. 

"Open!" 

He pulled out a folded stack of papers and, again, slowly unfolded. A grin twisted his lips as he read. "Boss." 
"Yes?" 

"Two weeks in Hawaii to play golf? A private game with Michelle Wie? Come onl" 

"Turns out she's quite a little metalhead Who knew?" 

"Boss!" 

Dave very nearly had to carry the younger man into the house. He got so excited about his golf trip, he drank 
more mulled wine. A lot more mulled wine. Inside, Shawn clung to him, kissing him all over his face and neck, 
pulling his jacket off while murmuring something about making love under the tree because it was the best 
Christmas ever. Instead of the cold, hard, marble tile, however, Dave steered Shawn into the family room and 
set him down on the couch while he lit a fire in the fireplace. When he turned back to the drummer, he 


gasped and then chuckled as he watched Shawn wriggle out of his clothes. 


"Get over here, boss! Now!" 


Dave kicked off his shoes and then leaned over Shawn, forcing him onto his back. "Merry Christmas, gorgeous." 


"Merry Christmas, Dave. | love you." 


